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DE DIC A 10 N. | 


To Lady HEAD * 


Map Ax, | 


to prefix your name to this trifling 
Collection of Poems; - I will not abuſe 
the confidence repoſed in me, nor violate 
your delicacy by ſaying the many things, 
which with ſo much juſtice I might ſay, 


in your Ladyſhip's favour. I ſhall only 


beg leave to aſſure you, that I have de- 


ſired to inſcribe it to your Ladyſhip, not 


* Of Langley, Berks. 


A 2 merely 


s I have your Ladyſhip' O . 


— „ 2 : FI ah "0 "__ * th. 4 thee 2 * 28 . : — 
_ * 2 by - — ay * — — = 
=_ r EPE „ oe — La * 


DEDICATION... 
merely as a tribute of gratitude for many 
acts of friendſhip performed to the Au- 
thor by you and Sir Thomas Head; but 
as a mark of that particular regard, with 
which _ E 5 5 
mY 


Madam, 


Tour moſt obedient, - 


humble Servant, 


The EpiTor. 


- * =» 
& Pl 


gw = ſome apology is undonbredly tequilite for 
publiſhing at this time of day Madrigals in form ; 

which can pretend to no more than a mediocrity of 
merit. Neither indeed can I approve of the ſupercilious 
conduct of ſome late authors; who, without the leaſt 
ſerap of prefaroty intelligence, ſtrike up their notes, 
with as little ceremony as a Ballad- finger at your door; 
that ſtartles you with her vociferous harmony without 
giving you any notice of her intention : Or, as was 
practiſed by the ancient Minftrels, without wiſhing the 
_— family 6 wy nn 
- Now — the many exciſis which 1 have mor 
with on theſe occaſions : where any one has been filly 
enough to write verſes; which any one has been filly 
enough to print without his eure approbation: the beſt 
and moſt obvious excuſe, I ſay, for printing them again, 
is, the natural regret which every one muſt feel, to ſee 
his ofipring appear in public not decently equipped. 
If che partiality of ſome friend prejudiced in his 
favour z or the curioſity of a firanger ſmirten with his 
roſy appearance; or perhaps the inconfiderate vanity 
of the faber hinſelf has exhibited a ſmiling lad before 
Vot. J. 4 company 
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company with unkempt hair or unwaſhed hands; the 
more diſcreet mother endeavours immediately to repair 
the diſgrace ; calls back her darling ; rubs up his fore- 
| head; and ſmooths his locks ; with a thouſand apo- 
logies for the indiſcretion of her friends, or the folly of 
het ſpouſe, in ſuffering the poor child to hone be- 
fore ftrangers in ſo unuſual a diſhabille. 
But perhaps it may be ſaid, That people of 4 certain 
character have leſs need of an apology for getting rid 
of their performances of this kind an. the moſt decent, 


terms, than for their having at all employed themſelves. 
in ſo trifling A manner. 


Now, though the Author might perhaps, like a o- 
| room under a venerable oak, ſhelter himſelf under the, 
authority of the renowned Voltaire; who writes Epi- 
| grams and Romances at fourſcore: or even under the ex- 
ample of the late Marquis de la Fare * ; who commenced 
Poet in his grand Climacteric: yet all that he will ſay 
on this head at preſent is, that he never in his life ſate 
don in form to write Verſes. But every thing of this 
kind has been produced; if not in + a ramble round 
% Wimbledon-hill,” or in a rumbling chariot like 
© Blackmore's Job; yet many of them have been com- 
poſed on a jumbling horſe 5 to relieve the tediouſneſs of 
ſome real journey: or, as is emblematieally hinted by the 
Bell-horſe in the Frontiſpieee, to alleviate and amuſe the 
tedious journey of life. And the Author has been ſo far 


from negleQing any /eriaus dury on this account, a2 wil! 


* Voltaire, Siecle de Louie XIV. f Pepe's Letters, 


probably 


in 
Probably be objected; that he is convinced it has ens 
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abled him to ſupport the fatigue of a laborious pro- 
fefion, by diverting his thoughts, when unf tted by 
chagrin for more deep reflection. 

Having been early in life intimately connected with 
Mr. Sh-nftone, and a few more conſtant tipplers at the 
Caſtalian Fount; he contracted a violent propenſity to 
rhyming : which (as Pope ſays) it is hard for the perſon 
himſelf to diſtinguiſh from a real genius. This by long 
habit became a kind of chronical diſeaſe. So that he 
could neither be much pleaſed or much diſpleaſed, with- 
out expreſſing his raptures in panegyrical, or his reſents, 
ment in ſatyrical ſtrains : and he has even ſuffered acute 
pain on thoſe occaſions till he had executed his purpoſe. 

He could never behold a fine proſpect or a fine place, 
much leſs a fine woman, or an animated countenance, 
without a ſenſible emotion; the moſt natural expreſſion 
of which (to him at leaft) was in this way: which gra- 
tifying the imagination with a ſort of temporary poſſeſ- 
fion, has ſuppreſſed any illicit nn. 
neighbour's property. 

The like moral effect it has had upon his temper, 
when provoked by ill-aſage: On venting his ſpleen in a 
ludicrous ſtanza, or an harmleſs epigram, he has im- 
mediately found his wrath ſubſide, a flow of benevolence 
ſucceed ; and he has been entirely reconciled to the ob- 
je& of his reſentment. 

But though a man may cri Verſes to pleaſe himſelf 


_ (you will ſay) he ſhould I= them either to pleaſe ot, 


do profit his Reader: and, I am ſenſiþle, no one can take 
CS that 
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that — in the peruſal of middling poetry, which. the 
Author does in writing it. Yet, according to the Tat- 
ler's obſervation, © as perſons in love, who are not 
e capable of writing Verſes themſelves, are fond of re- | 
cc peating thoſe of other people: ſo the like obſerva- 
tion, I believe, may be extended to moſt occaſions of 
life; where the paſſions are much intereſted: and a 
diſtich or even an hemiſtich aptly applied, has often af- 
forded as muck conſolation as a glaſs of cherry -brandy ; 
or a Sermon on affliction of an hour long. | 
I remember-a'man of taſte, who uſed to be much diſ- 
treſſed on the approach of Autumn, at ſeeing his walks 
every morning covered with leaves: which found full 
employment for his gardener a great part of the ſeaſon, 
till, happily for them both, that beautiful alluſion of 
A's came into the Maſter's head; 1 | 


4 Thick as Autumnal leaves that firew the brooks 
_ << In Vallombroſa ; where: the Etrurian ſhades | 
| « High-over-arch'd embawer. . L. I. 302. 


and as things which are diſagreeable in themſelves, 


often pleaſe. in deſcription, he began to diſcover ſome | 
beauty in a lawn enamelled with the falling leaves, and. 


ſo permitted them to lie and rot; or, at leaſt, one ge- 
neral ſweeping, when they had all fallen, was now 
deemed ſufficient. | 
I here then preſent the Reader with r vatiety of 
Rhymes, ſuch as they are; Diſtichs, Tetraſtics, and- 
Hexaſtics; ready cut and dried; on almoſt every occaſion 
of buman life: Panegyrical and Satyrical ; Humorous 
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and Amorous ; Moral and Monumental ! in ſhort, Co- 
mical and Coxcomical; Culinary and Economical ; 
Feneſtral, Parietal, and what not? 
I have often conſidered the Epigrammatiſt or Poe- 
taſter under the idea of a broken looking-glaſs : who, 
inſtead of repreſenting things (like the Epic or Drama- 
tic Poets) in their fall proportion and complete beauty ; 
ttheſe diminutive Authors, like the glittering fragments 
of the mirror, reflect only a few ſcattered ſparks or ſepa- 
rate rays of light: yet though they may not anſwer the 
purpoſes of the toilette or of the dreſſing- room, theſe 
fragments may ſerve innotently enough to entertain chit 
dren ; and even enable the Beau, before he goes into an 
Aſſembly, to adjuft his ſolitaire, or rectify any little diſ- 
order which may have ariſen in the ſyſtem of his curls, 
fince they came from under the hands of the Friſeur. 
But the Poets, in my opinion, ſeem to reſt their cauſe 
upon a wrong plea z when they attempt to prove them- 
{elves of any great uſe to the world. For why, indeed, 
muſt every thing be proved uſeful ? when it is certainly 
Fafficient if ſome things contribute only to the innocent 
recreation of life. Of what uſe is that variety of wild 
flowers with which Nature has enamelled our fields ? or 
even the roſes and carnations with which we adorn our 
ſhrubberies and parterres ? To make noſegays, you will 
ſay, for our Nymphs and Macaronies, or roſe-water and 
ſyrup of cloves for our good houſewives. But mankind 
might ſubſiſt without noſegays and roſe- water. And 
though Homer, Solon, and Tyrtzus did great ſer- 


vice to their Country by their rhapſodies ; and'in mo- 
n times (as np Burnet aſſures us) Lullabulero 
x | A 3 „ was 


Vi 
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« was ſung with great effect at the Revolution „t bn 
my opinion, the wheels of government might go on 
tolerably well, without the aſſiſtance of Poets ox Ballads ' 
fiogers. 
Let the poetical tribe there fore be content to rank 
themſelves amongſt the ornamental part of ſociety x 
nor contend, in point of mere utility, with the huſband. 
man or the mechanic ; whom be probably treats with a 
ſovereign contempt. But then let the fajd mechanic, 
in return, treat the Bard that entertains him, with due 
xeverence : nor interrupt his ſublime contemplations, | 

with his impertinent demands, for Wan his ſhoes 
or new - lining his ſurtout. 

If any one that is acquainted with the uſual gravity 
of the Author ſhould be ſurpriſed or offended at ſo much 
levity as appears in ſome part of this Collection; I would 
have him candidly refle& on the Logical deſcription of 

man in general; That as to diſtinguiſh him from an aſs, 
he is a two-legged, and to diſtinguiſh him from an owl, 
an unfeathered animal: fo, eſſentially to diſtinguiſh him 
from all others, he is a rational, and, in conſequence of 
that, a Rifble Animal. So that Rifibility is as natural 
to man in general as Reaſon itſelf. | 
We ſec indeed many individuals of the ſpecies ; who 
in their general, or at leaſt in their public character, diſ- 
cover but lender ſymptoms of this ſprightly and agree - 
able quality. Yet when we behold the countenance of 
8 Judge or a Phyſician peeping through the nimbus of a 
full-bottomed perriwig ; we muſt not imagine, that the 
decent ſolemnity of the one, or the tremendous grimace 
of the other, i :never relaxed or humanized by the more 
familiar 
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vine, the charaterifiic a whats profilin in c, 
never laughs in his leeve. © 

Thus myſelf (as Montaigne ſays) whoſe countenanee 
is expreſive of the deepeſt anguiſh and compunRion of 
foul: and for introducing which, as his principal 
figure, into his ſcenes of diſtreſs, my late Ta Ho- 
garth was cenſured of outrage and caricature : I myſelf, 
I fay, who am no greater friend to the cachinzus or horſe- 
laugh than a late noble Lord“; and who have hardly 
ſmiled in company theſe twenty years; yet I muſt con- 
feſa with ſhaine und confuſion of face, that I have ſome - 
times laughed to myſelf, even in the moſt bloody cataf- 
trophe of a modern tragedy z and have frequently been 
waked out of my ſleep by the violent inden of the 
diaphragm in a fit of laughter. 
The caſe ſeeins to be this z cher is ſuch. a l 
Jneracy or peculiarity of ronſtirution in the minds of 
men, that what will violently ſtrike the Fancy of one 
man, and even ſet the table on a roar, ſhall kardly ett 
the ſubriſus or forced ſmile from another 

Thus, for inſtance, if a modeſt man, on coming into 
a large company, ſhould, in his confuſion, fit bende his 
chair, or even run his head againſt a door; ſuch an in- 
cident, inſtead of making me laugh, would only excite 
my compaſſion, But when an old Autumnal Beau (as I 
once ſaw) inſtead of his ſnuff- box, by miſtake pulls out 
his ſpeRacle-caſe, and pats it with an eaſy, diſengaged 
air; or when Monfieur+ (in wrath) ftrips off his coat 
and diſcovers a flannel ſupplement to his embroidered 


® Lord Cheſterfield, Sec Letters to his Son. + On the ſtage. 
A 4 waiſtcoat : 


waiſtcoat : fchinflanes of worked vac fem ob 
the lawful prey of ridicule, 
In ſhort, though True eee M 
raclitus) to weep at the miſeries ; yet I cannot ſome- 
times but laugh, with Nemocritus, at the follies and ab- 
ſurdities of mankind. However, if (as ſome Divines 
have held) laughter be a ſymptom of reprobation ; I 
will endeavour for the future to ſubdye this ungodly 
propenſity, and hope fo enjoy the henefit of Horace's 
compromiſe ; | 
5 | Non lubifle pude—ſed non incidere Judum, | 
As to the following Collection of Rhymes, ſome of | 
them have already appeared at the tribunal of the Pub- 
| lic—and if any of them, how dull ſoever they may be, = 
had the leaſt tendency to any thing immoral ; or if they 
had not (in the Author's opinion). a contrary tendency ; 
inſtead of printing them to be expoſed on (which 
may probably be their fate) or to encreaſe the traſh of 
_ circulating libraries, RO CI Cy 
* a; 
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An Apology for unſeaſonable Rhymes. 


To the n Sir W. 92792 


9nd ni Te nomen tantum ad majora tuliſſet, 
Gloria Pieridum ſumma futurus eras, Ovid. 


ERS'D in the ſcientific page, 
The wiſdom, laws of every age! 

O! thou, on whaſe inſtructive tongue 

Senates have oft” attentive hung; 
Whole breaſt once felt the ſacred fire 
That Verle's magic ſounds inſpire z 
B32 
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When blithſome you were wont to rove 
4 A bleſt enthuſiaſt thro' the grove” ®! 
Till led by more exalted views 
Early to quit the ſportive Muſe, 
Indulgent to the toils of Youth, 
You ſtrew d with flow'rs the paths of Truth; 
And, zealous in your Country's cauſe, 
Firſt harmoniz'd her rugged laws +: 
| Honour'd by Queens t, yet condeſcend 
To patronize an humble friend; 
Who haply waſtes the vacant hour, 
1 Studious to cull each fragrant flow'r 
© Which blooms beſide the ſacred rill 
That iſſues from the Muſe's hill, 
Where you, would nobler cares permit, 
Enthron'd with Phebus? ſelf might ſit : 
Theſe rhymes with kind attention read, 
And hear the Muſe ſubmiſſive plead. 
* A merchant-ſhip, in ancient times, 

Had once on board a | Man of rhymes 3 
When, by a furious tempeſt toſt, 
The Captain ſwore that all was loſt, 

® Dodſ. Miſc, Vol. IV. p. 224. 1 is tie Lows, 
| Then Solicitor to the Queen, — '' Y Eumolpus, in Petron. Arb, 
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His friends calbd up; be lets them know it t 
All pump by turns—all but the Poet— 


What others dreaded, he enjoy'd; 
And, calmly at his trade employ d, 
Beneath the deck, in fumbling verſes, 
| The horrors of the ſtorm rehearſes.” 
If thus amid my buſieſt times 
I idly ſport in harmleſs rhymes; 
When thwarting cares perplex my foul 4 
The ſtormy paſſions to controul 
If gentle Verſe her ſuccours lend, 
Deſpiſe me not, my honour'd friend, 
Nor think me proud of theſe dull lays 3 
| Who ſue for pardon, not for praiſe. 
Deem not, alas | yon pack=horſe vain, 
So gayly ambling or the plain tt 
When thus his taſſel'd bells he ſhakes, 
The wretch his ſtages lighter makes 
Pleas'd with the ſound, goes jingling on, 
Nor feels the tedious miles he as gone. 
Condemn' d to travel life's worſt road, 
And drudge beneath a galling load; 
With toils fatigu'd, with cares infeſted, 
| Yet more by Scandals darts moleſted j 
B 3 
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When no relief from books is found, 
No friend is neat to heal the wound ; 
Forgive me, as I jog along, 
If calmly thus I hum a fong. 
Impatient of more deep reflection, 
From gloomy thought I ſeek — 
The mind diverted finds lief: 

And, by expreſling,. foother her grief. 
O'er ® Cate the MulYa voice prevails, 
And Rhyme ſucceeds where Reafon fails. 
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The LOVE of ORDER: 
IN THREE CAN TOS. 


An obvious connexion may be traced between Moral and 
_ Phyſical me and the Love 


RY 


Bi,23, 4 — MT 
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ADVExTISE MENT. 


| 4 
* Mein 


HAT the Reader of Taſte may not be prepoſſeſſed 
againſt an attempt, in this age, to recommend 
Regularity and Uniformity ; it may be proper to obſerve, 
that the following Eſſay (which was ſketched out many 
years fince) conſiders the Love of Order chiefly as a Pria- 
ciple of Virtue, and only occafionally as a' Principle of 
B 4 Taſte; 


8 POEMS ON 


Taſte ; though the Author cannot but think (in regard 
to the inſtance alluded to in the Second Canto) that an 
affectation of Irregularity, in laying out [ſmall plots of 
ground, has of late been carried to a ridiculous extreme. 

The indulgence of the critical Reader is likewiſe re- 
queſted for a few declamatory flouriſhes, thrown in to 
enliven and diverſify a trite ſubject; though they may 
not be ſtriẽtiy juſt, or n, true. 


The LOVE * ORDER: 
To WILLIAM JAMES, Eſq; 


Of Din ona, BERES. 


CANTO I.. 


The 1 of Order, a Principle #5 ' Virtue ; viſible in 
every Part of the Creation, in every * and every 
Station of Life. 8 Jy * 


| CCEPT} my friend, the well-meant * ; 
(ro- Youth eſe md . frains belong.) 

F * from the claſfic page 4 

Charm'd with each Greek and Roman ſage, 

Gigantic bards | of antient times; 

Diſdain not theſe my pigmy rhimes, 

. (Irregular though they may be) | _ 

| In praiſe of Regularity. — 5 

Through all Creation's boundleſs N 
This univerfal ſyſtem trace; 


/ 


Through 
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Through all their tribes ſurvey mankind z: 
In ev'ry age and clime you'll find | | 
(Till Virtue's ſelf begins to fail) 
The Love of Order till prevail. 
Though tempeſts, earthquakes, diſcord, firife, 
The Nat'ral World, or Moral Life, Ws 8 land 
May oft” diſturb: yet, could our ſenſe 
Pervade the ſchemes of Providence ; 
Could human reaſon trace the laws, 
By which the Firſt Eternal Cauſe 
Still acts; in all we, pleas'd, muſt ſee 
A conſtant Uniformity 3 | 
How Wiſdom does each part controul, 
And Order regulate the Whole. 
| Amongſt the various orbs that move, 
Inceſſant, through the nals above, 
And glitter in th' ætherial plain ; 
What Harmony and Order reign! 
Amidſt the bright autumnal ſky y 
Though ſtars in rich profuſion lie ; 
Each orb, that ſcems at random hurl'd, 
Moves centric to ſome diſtant world. 
The various Moon, the radiant Sun, 
Their ſtated courſe unwearied run; 
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In nected Gender eee 
And in the train the Seaſons dance. 
The Spring, in flow'ry chaplets droft ;; 
The Summer, in her filken veſt; 


The Autumn, deek'd with purple fruit; 


And Winter, i in his fable fuit; 
Succeflive run theix fix*d career, : 
In Order,” circling round the Year. 
The vegetable Tribes, fo gay, 

And world of Animals, ſurvey 3 
Each claſs; ſubordinate i in place, 
Form'd uſeful to ſome nobler race. 
The InſeQs in the air that float, EF 
Or ſwarm amidſt the ſtagnant moat, 
With food are deſtin's to ſapply 
The feather'd Race, or ſcaly Fry; 
Themſelves, to aid the gen'ral plan, 
The prey of more luxurious Man. 
Each animal, that rots and dies, 
New vegetable life fopplies ; 3 
And, ſpringing forth in fruits or flow'rs, 
Reſigns its nutrimental pow'rs 
To other tribes ; and, in rotation, 
Falfils the Order” of Creation. 


# » 


' 


PRE 
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Caſt but your eyes th' herizot band; 


Though clouds, or ſeas, the: proſpect bound? 

Or woods, and rocks, and mobntaiits blue, 
And ſpires, may variegate the view ; 
Yet all harmvaioufly unice” 
To form-oxe'obje@ to the fight. 
Does Harmony ere& her throhe : 
To Order's univerſal fray | 
The Arts an equal homage pay. 


In all their works Ber law'direQts : 
Proportion charms in ev*ry line; 
And men proclaim thoſe arts divine. 

The Savage rude, with feathers e 
With beads and baubles deck 't around 3 
Th mne 
From earlieſt Iafaney to Age. 
Howe er amus'd, ——— 
Till by the force of vice det., 
Perceives this Egg of the Soul - 
Each action of his life eotttroul; 
—— 


See the poor school boy rend the ln, 
9 


Muſicians, Painters, Architects, In 12 
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In circles regularly true. 
His wanton play-fellows purſue.  - 
In number'd fteps they leap, or run ; 
And end the race where they begun. 
Or view them placing on the ground | 
Their Nine-pins ſquare, their Marbles round 
In all their trifling as Eu ſee / 
Order and Regularity. % 

In Youth, when ma nctin'd, | 
This Principle improv'd we find. 
The fainter lines by Inſtinct trac'd 
Now heighten'd to a Moral Taſte, ' 
From Virtue's paths he rarely ſwerves, 
But all life's Decencies obſerves. 
His manners, geſtures, perſon, dreſs, 
An Harmony of Soul expreſs. 22 
Each thought chaſtis'd by ſober ſenſe, 
By ftri& account each day's expence : 
With care each ſocial duty paid, 
A conſtant plan of ſtudy laid, 
And books arrang'd in Order fair, 
The juſtneſs of his taſte declare. 

But thoſe that ſwerve from Order's te. 
Prove truants too from Virtue's ſchool. 
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Whilſt ſuch their midnight vigils keep, 


And revel, when they ought to ſleep ; 
Their looks, their dreſs from head to toe, 
A diſhabille of conduct ſhow, 
Thus, on a ſea of Paſſions toſt, 
The ballaſt of the Soul is loſt: 
Then Vice and Anarchy abound ; 
And Reaſon's voice in Tumult's drown'd, 

In age, when life begins to wane, 
Each day, each hour, its duty knows ; 
And Life mechanically flows, 


His clock each ſtated motion guides. 
He counts his ſteps beneath his wall 


He dines at. three, he ſups at nine? 


And, in ſtrict rules ſupremely bleſt, 
Goes early, wwith'the lanb, to reſt. 

The fair Coſmelia, from a child, | 
In curious heaps\her play - things pil'd : / 
From four years old to full fourteen, 
Each doll and painted toy was ſeen + 


Or takes twelve turns along the hall; 


He takes three pipes, three cups of wine z r* Ut 


He riſes, reads, eats, walks, or rides 


, 4 


In 
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In Order in her cloſet ſet, 
And form'd a perfe& cabinet. 

Lo! now in lavender ſhe wraps 
Her aprons, handkerchiefs, and eaps; 
And, neatneſs with her years increaſing, 
(The Love of Order never eeafing) 5 
Her Regularity of Tate 
Preſerves Coſmelin prim and chaſte; 
Diſdaining to become a Wife, 

She keeps immaculate thro? life 
Her cloaths—aid virgin purity ; 
And dies a Maid at fixty-three. 

So ſtrong in Age this love we find, 
That oft' the ſuperſicial mind . 
Miiſtakes it far that odious vice, 

By all deteſted, avarice. 

When on his ſleeve in ſhining rows 
Or when, to feed his fowls one ſees - 
Him fave the parings of his cheeſe, 
Collecting ſcatter d crumbe of broad; 

Or, when he ſcolds his ſavant Ned, 
For laviſhing his horſe's meat, 

Or leaving ſcraps—ho canhat eat; 
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You think him fordid———-10 ſach matter; wa 
I know the worthy Priſco better. 
What, in the firſt place, joy affords, — 
When crumbs for chicken's meat he hoards, 
(I judge from what I feel myſelf) 
Is Love of Order,“ not of pelf. aki 
What in thoſe trifles gives offence . 10 
Thin l to proper uſes: 
Priſco, gen vous, not profuſe is. 
He chid his maid, the other day, Ys 
Who threw an half-buent match away; 
Yet to collections at his door | 
Gare fifty n -e 
Of bodies politic the foal, 12 
Tis Harmony preſerves the whole. A 
When Diſcord, Faction, fierce Debate, 
| Produce a Chaos in the State; 
And Order's ſlighted ;—what are Kings ) 


Peace, Commerce, Juſtice, droop their Wings ; © 
And Laws themſelves are uſeleſs things. 

In ev'ry rank, in ev'ry ſtation, 
Each learn'd or unlearn'd occupation, 
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Not merely to augment: their gains; 
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This Principle is ſtill obey'd ; 
** is he AO NE 


Old books aut hae bb faiL; Pod ft 


To thoſe whoſe ſhops a ſolemn ſhow r? ö but J. 


Diſplay, in Pater-noſter-row z il 
Or wealthy merchants, on th' Exchange: 
Lo! all their wares in Order range; 


The · Love of Order” thus ordains, 
With crimſon: tape, ſo trimly bound, 


The parchmeats; pil'd-bis deſk around, 


To ornament his anti-room, - 
Where anxious clients rarely come, 
Magnifico diſplays to view ; 


For he has nothing elſe to do. 


Alike for diſcipline and ſhow, 
On the parade, a gallant row 
Of Soldiers march, in rank and file 


With martial ſymphony the while 
The ſprightly fife the hautboy j joins, 


And muſic regulates the lines 
Obſerse with what harmonic grace 


| Your Barber traverſes ny * 5 


Whoſe 
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My wig ſuſpended on a peg ; 
My garter looſe-4bvat my leg: 
Think not I'm pleds' with fuch confuſion ; 
This fight you owe to your intrafiow. 
My Study is; I muſt eofifefs, 
The ſacred ſhtihe of flettifhneſs. 
Conſcious that ſuch things ate not right, 
I wiſh to keep-them out of fight : 
Irregularity; as ſach, 
Like you I hate, and hate as much. 
My Parlour view; each table, chair, 
' You'll find adjuſted to an hair; 
And pictures, hung in due array, 
My Love of Order Bere diſplay. 

Nay, though my Study thus you find, 
The emblem of a flutter'd mind; 
Yet think it not ſo mighty ſtrange, 
If, whilſt I firive my thoughts to range 
In Order meet; or periods cloſe, 

To harmonize in Verſe or Proſe; 

If, from mere negligence, there ſprings 
Confuſion in leſs weighty things ; 
The Love of Order” ftill prevails 
Within, though outwardly it fails. 
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Thus Saints ſometimes appear to ſin; 

Though Grace, no doubt, abounds within, 
Behold my Garden; there you'll fee 

My love of Uniformity. 

In gay platoons my tulips blow; 


My currants planted in a row; 
And ev'ry gooſb'rry-buſk will prove, 
How much this Symmetry I love. 

*Tis true ; my neighbour at the Swan 
Adopts of late a diff rent plan; 
Impatient to diſplay his taſte, 

Purloins a garden from the waſte; 

The grandeur of his betters apes, 
And groupes his ſhrubs in various ſhapes 3 
| Oppoling circles to triangles, 

He walks in walks with art entangles ; 
Affects wild nature's careleſs eaſe, 
His cuſtomers of taſte to pleaſe. 

But let me ſet my landlord right; 
Who, ſure, miſtakes the matter quite. 
In miniature, magnificence * 
| Moſt contradict e en common-ſenſe. 

What boots it to perplex our thought 
With fancy'd wildneſs in his draught 3 
C 2 
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When, ſpite of art, one ſingle view _ 
Mott pierce the flimſy projet through ? 

Not lions, pelicans, or cocks, 

Or crowns, or dragons, cut in box, 

So formal would appear to me, 


As ſuch irregularity, 
Though * P—tt, aan View, 
Fair Beauty's waving line purſues ; 
And, ſketching with a Maſter's fill, 
Contraſts each grove and riſing hill; 
And, from variety of charms, 
With one grand <vho/e our fancy warm; 
Yet let not vs inferior folks ae 
Expoſe ourſelves to great men's jokes; 
But 215 our ground diſpoſe, 
And plant our cabbages in rows; 
Nor dream our ell-wide lawn diſplays. 
| The grandeur or the charms of Hayes. | 
When Maſon. + ſeems, in ev'ry line, 
My principle to countermine 3 
And, planning more extenſive glades, 
Promiſcuous blends his ſylvan ſhades; 


FE. of Cm—m, i + In his Poem on Gardening. 2 
Did 
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Did we his ſyſtem truly ſcan, N 
He works but on a larger plan. 
Did we but rightly comprehend = 
To what his various precepts tend ; 
We ſoon ſhould trace a ſecret art, 
That regulates each diff rent part; 
That correſponding groups ſupply 
The want ee eee 58 
And Order from diſorder rife. 
The Painter thus, to gain his end, 
His various tincts with art muſt blend £ 
Diſcordant objects taught to join, 
Now form, now break, the varying line; 

From well-rang'd lights one maſs compoſe, - 
Till with full ſtrength the landſeape glows. 
As thus, diſdaining vulgar fight, 
This Order ſeems to ſhun the light: 
In myftic numbers oft* conceal'd, 
(To Wiſdom's eye alone reveal'd) 
Ic lurks ; and what nor you nor I 
Can ſee, our wiſer nurſe can ſpy. 
The remedy that hopes ſucceſs, 
Three mornings, neither more nor leſs, ane 
en C 3 Muſt 
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— be preſcrib'd ; elſe who'll regard 
e N James, or pills of Ward? | 
1 he goſſip that expects to thrive 
till breaks ber toaſt in three or five f. 
In Charles's days the deep Divine ; 
Pelindend in diforaatons........ 
he, jew athens 
ut, in our age, has brought (thank Heaven 
His numbers ſomething under ſeven : 
Nay, oft” thoſe eee 
A e is an Eſſay grown. _—_ 
et you, my frieng, forbear 
y 1 to chide, 
My theme ſhould I again divide; 
3 wager numbers ſhould diſdain : 
- their hrevity complain, 
From Love of 4 myſtic Harmony. 


* 
— eee 
tions. 


1 Some myſtery 
3 in the number dus acconlivg to many ancient Phi- 
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CANTO III. 


Occaſional Deviations accounted for, fon the Preva- 
lence of Fancy, Appetite, ragten. The Conclu- 
ſion. : 


EE M not my Syſtem, Sir, undone, 
If Fancy mount on Reaſon's throne $ 

If folks, not viciouſly inclin'd, 
By miſts of Paſſion ſometimes blind ; 
Or, led by Appetite aftray, 
Fair Virtue's dictates diſobey. 
Tho? things inverted may appear, 
And wild Caprice the veſſel ſteer, 
The object only is miſtaken ; 
And not the principle forſaken. - 
In his accounts, [1] I own, "ris plan 
Diſorder and Confuſion reign ; 
Whilſt poor Sir Charles, in all his views, 
Strict Uniformity purſues. 
His Grandfather an houſe began 
On too magnificent a plan. | 
The front complete, and but one wing: 
Was really ſuch an awkward thing 


[1] Fancy, 
"04 Sir 
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Sir Charles, with taſte and great expence, 
(Tho? ſure you'll ſay with little ſenſe) 
The ſcheme to due perſection brings; 
And, lo! the Manſion ſpreads ti wings. 
Behold his furniture and plate, 
With Uniformity and State, 
Is purchas'd in the higheſt taſte, 
And in exacteſt Order plac d. 
He buys, a bargain, one Cartoon; 
Five more juſt furniſh the Saloon; 
A buſt of Nero chanc'd to get: 
Eleven more complete the ſet *. 
His environs are next laid out, 
With equal Symmetry, no doubt. . - 
A dome is built in yonder grove ; . - 
Contraſted by a grand alcove; 8 
Pavilions, ſtatues, urns, 3 
All deck'd with ſmart or pithy mottos, 
And interſpers'd in juſt array, 
The owner's wit and taite . 
Contiguous to his on eſtate 
A manour's bought; the price is great. 
What then ? It makes the thing complete. 


0 Todes Cine, 
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Money is got at five per cent; 
Juſt double to its annual rent; 
The intereft loiters much behind: 
But then his mortgagee is kind; 
Lets intereſt on intereſt roll, 
Till—intereft devours the whole. © 
His houſe and gardens thus complete, 
And all things round him vaſtly neat ; 
Finding his fortune al moſt ſpent ; 

See ! poor Sir Charles, tho' late repent ; 
| But, having neither co nor c wife, 
Gets an annuity for life ; 
And wiſely ſells both houſe and land, 
To rent a lodging i in the Strand. 
And now, to narrower bounds * d, 
Things run more ſuited to his mind ; 
His taſte to his eſtate reſtraining; 
(The Love of Order ſtill remaining ;) 
A fingle tent-bed, deck*'d. with Chintz, 
A dining-room, adorn'd with prints . 
And ſconces, uniformly plac'd, 
With mimic grandeur ſooth his Tae. 
His barber, laundreſs, duly paid, 
A trifling ſum in ſtore 1s laid. 


 PTwixt 
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*'Twixt walking, coffee-houſe, and play, 
He orderly divides the day ; 
Buys that content at ſmall expence, 
He found not in magnificence. 

Voracio [2] proves our maxim's force z 
Who, having din'd on the firſt courſe, 
Yet, too importunately preſt, 
Juſt picks a Turkey's wing and breaſt, 
And, after bumpers ſix or ſeven, 
Devours the leg, to make things ever. 
The Claflic Genius reels to bed, 
Somewhat diſorder'd in his head; 
Whilſt, with the Love of Order ſmit, 
His friend prevails on him to ſit, 
And make libations of pure wine 
To th' Graces three or Muſes nine; 
And regularly drink about 
Merely to ſee the bottle out. 

Confuſion [3] in each face behold ; 
And hear poor Flavia fret and ſcold. 
Rage in her flaſhing eyes appears ; 
And Diſcord harſh offends our ears. 


[2] Appetite. [3] Paſſion, 


Strangers 
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Strangers might'think, from lopks'ſo wild, 
She'd loſt her haſband, or her child. 
Ah! no; ſome careleis flut, alis ! 
Has broke a ſaucer, or a glaſs; 
' Which would not vex her, coull ſhe get 
Another to complete the ſet. 
Tho! thus, then, Flavia ftorm: and tt 
The Love of Order ſtill prevails; 
So much on oextward things employ'd, 
All Harmony within's deſtroy'd. - 
Our ſyſtem good ev'n here will lold ; 
But, when by Reaſon uncontrou!'d, 
The Love of Order may, we ſee, 
Produce irregularity. | 
O! then, with care, my worthy friend, 
This ruling principle attend. 
Whilſt yet within your youthful breaft 
Peace, Harmony, and Order reft ; 


Your ſoul no vicious impulſe knows; 8 


No paſſion ruffles your repoſe. 

Midſt Diſſipation's baneful force, 
(Of Vice and Infamy the ſource) a 
The pledge of Virtue's empire, ſtrive 
To keep this veſtal Flame alive; - 


Ihe veſtal Fire, a pledge of the duration of the Roman Empire. Liv, 
2 Which 
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Which buſy, bufling ſcenes no leſs 
May quench, thin * ſhapeleſs idleneſs. 
Let Reaſon at the helm preſide, 
And every thought and action guide: 
Let her maintait her ſov*reign ſway 3 
Paſſion and Appetite obey: 
Let Fancy gild jour leiſure-hours ; 
Adorn, not rule, the mental Pow'rs. 
Nor let me dump that gen'rous fire, 


Which Beauty's various charms inſpire ; 
Which Truth aid Symmetry impart 


In outward forns to win the heart: 
In Beauty's ſcale each object ſcan, 
From lifeleſs matter up to Man : 
With ftatues, columns, feaſt your eyes; 
But let your Tafte ſuperior riſe, 


With nobler raptures taught to trace 


'The fairer moral charms, that grace 


A ſoul from lawleſs paſſion free, 
A life of Regularity. 000 
Such be your life ; nor think I 8 ; 


"Theſe maxims ancient Sages teach. 


* Shakeſpeare, 


No 
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No frowns ſevere their pupils fright; 
But Virtue, drawn in faireſt light, 
To Truth and Harmony ally'd, 
With ſmiling.Beauty by her fide ; 
True Pleaſure ſets before our eyes, 
And to be happy makes us wiſe, 


Theſe obvious truths then keep in view; 


Thro' life theſe maxims ſage purſue. 
Each morn plan out the future day; 
Each night your actions paſt ſurvey ; 
And regularly ** with the Sun, 

«© Your conſtant ſtage of duty run.” 
Thus, by the Love of Order led, 
Life's thorny path you'll ſafely tread ; 
Tranquillity your hour ſhall bleſs; 
And Virtue lead to happineſs. 


Id. Mart, 1772 · 
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On the Criterion of Taſte and Elegance ®; 
| DPued nequeo momſfrare & ſentio tam. uv. 
To Mrs. B *. 


I TH wit, with ſenſe, with beauty grac'd, 
O! tell me, Laura, what is Taſte? 
For ſure your genius, manners, dreſs 
And whole economy expreſs, 
«© A Taſte and Elegance” of Soul, 
That regulates and crowns the whole. 
True Taſte, tho? claim'd by all mankind, 
C Can ne'er perhaps be well defin d: 
4 1 Nor Bards nor Sages yet agree 
| (Why then impoſe the taſk on me ?) 
What latent power thoſe charms imparts 


That inſtantaneous win our hearts : 
Not only paints its objects true, 
But gives to each a luſtre too. 
True Taſte is not Good Senſe alone— 
Nor yet by lawleſs Fancy ſhewn. 


® Propoſed as a Subject by a Poetical Society near Bath, 


'Tis 
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»Tis not to follow with blind rage 
The fopperies of a ſenſeleſs age; 
With fond idolatry to dote / 
On a ſtrange hat—or ſtranger coat; 
In your old manfion to diſplay. 
Each upſtart faſhion of a day, 
To cut down venerable trees 
And plant fantaſtic ſhrabberies. 
What you the height of Taſte eſteem 
Your heir deſtructive waſte may deem. 

Perhaps you think the Man of Taſte 
Sits piddling at a City Feaſt ; 
A jelly fips, or picks a tart 
Culls from each diſh the niceſt part; 
With critic ſkill harangues on Turtle; 
As if ambitious of the Myrtle. 
No; Taſte in eating may be ſhewn, 
But not by ſqueamiſh fops alone ; 
Much leſs by thofe voracious wights, 
Whoſe wanton, coſtly appetites, 

Or vanity and fooliſh pride 
Muft be from diſtant climes fupply'd. 


* The Prize diftributed at the Poetical Society. * 


If 
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If e'er with Pollio you have din'd, 

You there beheld a Taſte refin'd : 
4 Each diſh the choiceſt in its kind; 

LT His wines, deflert, and fide-board gay 
; A Taſte and Elegance Uifplay: " 

But more his wit : you there enjoy 

A claflic feaſt which ne'er can cloy. 
Is then the Cit a man of Taſte? -- 
Who builds a Manfion on the waſte; 
His Seat, at Hammerſmith or Turnham 
Deck'd out witk Lilack and Laburnum : — 
No; Gothic windows, rails Chineſe, 
Nor pond, well ftock'd with Spaniſh — 

Nor cynic tub (that proof ſo ample + 
In Holderneſs who ſet th' example) - 
Can prove the Taſte for which he labours : 
He only imitates his neighbours; «i :. 


: - 
oy = n 
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And might as well have ſhewn his fancy 
In building Cards with little Nancy. 
Can Equipage a Taſte diſcloſe ?? 

Aſk Atticus who ſurely knows. 


o Formed into Garden-Chairs,—The firſt Invention aſcribed to Lord 


9 Lag» 
\ 


. Not 
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Not by a num'rous train of ſlaves 
Thoſe ſaucy, idle, uſeleſs knaves, 

In tawdry liv'ries and laces, 

Who load the chariots of their Graces. 
Such pomp may make the rabble ſtare, 
Which real grandeur well can ſpare, 
And Taſte diſdains ; which, ne'er profuſe, 
By their propriety and uſe 

Still eſtimates ev'n trifling things; 

And all to Reaſon's ſtandard brings. 
Well then, ſome principle advance; 
Some teſt of Taſte and Elegance,” 
That nameleſs ſomething undefin'd, 
Which charms—yet puzzles all mankind. 
True Taſte is ſure the gift of Heav'n ; 
(The ſeeds at leaſt by Nature giv'n':) 

A Reliſh for the nobler Arts; 

Ally'd to genius and great parts, 

A Feeling exquiſitely fine ; 
Superior—not to yours, but mine: 

Or call it ſtrong Imagination, 

Matur'd by Reaſon's cultivation. 

A pow'rful Inſtin& in the Soul 

Which diſcipline muſt well controul, 

D 


POEMS ON 
Till in full luſtre it appear | 
*Fis then in muſic call'd an Ear; 
In viſual beauties 'tis an Eye; 
'That in each object charms can ſpy, 
To which the leſs enlighten'd mind 
Ts void of ſenſe; is deaf or bhnd. 
But tho? to yarious arts apply'd, 
Its nature various names may hide; 
Tho' in its cauſe it ſeems unknown, 
Taſte may in its effects be ſhown, 

Read the Spectators with attention; 
The whole have judgment, wit, invention; 
Yet ſure the force of Taſte we feel. 

In Addiſon—but not in Steel. 
Even books of Law a Taſte may ſhew. 
Strange paradox! But would you know = 

Where you this ſecret may diſcover 

Read Montefquieu ® or Blackſtone + over. 

But let thoſe Bards her triumphs tell, 
Whoſe works in trueſt Taſte excell : 
Such honour Pope and Parnell claim 
For Moſchus I'm forbid to name. 


* Spirit of Laws, IT Commentaries. 


Or 
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Or rather let the Painter's art 

The ſecret charms of Taſte impart : 

Where taught by Webb, well-pleas'd we trace 
Thoſe pow'rs of Harmony and Grace 

| Which in Corregio's pencil ſhine, 

And make a mortal's works divine. 


Adorning many a Britiſh ſeat : 
Fair Wilton, Fonthill—or Longleat z 
Or *midſt the circling woods preſides, 
That ſhade Stourhead's meand”ring tides. 
Nor with inferior joy ſhe roves 
Thro' Heſtercomb's ſequeſter'd groves ; 
Where Bampfylde's ſkill has realiz'd 
Thoſe ſcenes fo long by artiſts priz'd ; 
Of hill and grove and verdant lawn, 
So ſweetly by his pencil drawn. 
Ev'n Chatſworth's celebrated ſhades 
Might envy Heſtercomb's caſcades z 
Whoſe conſtant currents Nature feeds, 
And all attempts of Art exceeds. 
But would you all theſe beauties ſee 

Aſſembled in epitome ; 

D 2 -- mm 


| But ſee ! the ſits enthron'd in ſtate ; 
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Would you behold each ſenſe delighted, 
% True Taſte and Elegance” united: 
The ſweets of Art and Nature feaſt on, 
Haſte to the Villa near Bath-Eaſton. 


2 Feb. 1775. 


On a favourite Spring, at C. — x. 
„ O! fons Bandufie ſplendidior vitro!” Hon. 


ASTALIAN Fount ! whoſe lucid ftream, 
As brighteſt cryſtal clear, 

Still murm'ring falls, be thou my theme, 

For Manlius deigns to hear. 


Manlius ! whoſe fancy ſtill unlocks 
Freſh mines of richeſt ore ; 

Romantic as the circling rocks, 

That guard thy liquid ſtore, 


Rack primroſe pale, that ſlighted blows, 
| Each moſſy ſtone that lies 
Around thy brink can charms diſcloſe 
To his poetic eyes, 
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Each morn he quaffs libations pure; 
Or, wrapt in thought profound, 
Leans o'er thy tinkling rill ſecure 
And liſtens to the ſound. 


May no rude herds, with ſtep profane, 

His ſacred haunt invade ! 

With axe unhallow'd no rude clown 
Deſtroy th' embow'ring ſhade ! 


When Bath's proud domes and tow'rs ſublime, 
That ſeem to brave the ſky, 

Worn by the filent ſtroke of Time 
In mould'ring ruins lie; 


This humble grott ſhall here be found ; 
Theſe primroſes ſhall blow; 
This verdant moſs ſhall creep around; 

This Stream ftill murm'ring flow. 


While nymphs and ſwains, whoſe grandfires grey 

His bounty oft' have prov'd, | 

Shall deck with flow'rs thy brink, and ſay, 

«« This Fountain Manlius lov'd.” 
D 3 A domeſtic 
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A domeſtic Scene in rural Life. 
To Mrs. M—LT=s. 
% Feliceſque wocat pariter ftudiique locigue. 
Ovid. Met, 


E TIR'D beneath her laureate ſhade, 
On moſſy couch ſerenely laid, 


The falling waters tinkling round, 
Then winding o'er th' enamel'd ground, 
When Cynthia midſt the glare of day 
Here ſhuns fierce Titan's fervid ray, 
(Oh! for a Claude to ſketch the ſcene 0 
Methinks I view the Paphian Queen ; 
Or chaſter Dian reſting there, 

Fluſk'd with the chace of flying deer, 
Well-pleas'd the ſees her infant train 


Of nymphkins ſporting on the plain, 

Or dancing in the checquer'd ſhade, 

Like little Loves in maſquerade. 

Whilſt Harriet with Madona face, IT 
The rival of her mother's grace, 

| Her novel flutt'ring in the gale, 


Hangs penſive o'er ſome moving tale; 
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Or with expreſſive air attends, 

Whilf ſprightly Delia cheers her friends, 
(Not with wiſe comments on the weather, 
Or hints of who and who's together,” 
But) with remarks on books profound, 
Or anecdotes of the gay monde: 
Then Manlius paints the toils and ftrife, 
The vain purſuits of public life: 

Gently to lead, with art deſign'd, 

In Virtue's paths the youthful mind 
Hence taught with innocence to rove, 


Content, thro? life, the peaceful grove. 
But when on ſerious ſtudies bent, 
I ſee the pigmy group intent 
On books; with maps and globes ſarrounded- 
(By change reliev'd, but not confounded) 
Their tutor's wiſe, parental care 
Soften'd by love's more gentle air: 
Whilſt ſome amid” the ſtudious quire 
Touch the guitar or tune the lyre ; 
With dedal ſkill whilſt Delia weaves 
In threads of gold the mimic leaves ; 
Or decks with flow'rs the Bruſſels lace 
To veil the beauties of her face— 
"a 
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When I behold this rural ſcene 
So gay, ſo chearful—yet ſerene : 
What poets fing of nymphs and ſwains 
Aſſembled on th- Arcadian plains ; 
Or Muſes round Caftalia's ſpring, 
By Phoebus taught to play and ſing, 
Or webs which rival artiſts wove, 
When Pallas and Arachne ſtrove; 
Theſe ſcenes, methinks, ſo fam'd of yore, 
Tho' fancy'd to exiſt no more, 
or deem'd by ſceptics, fables all, 
Are realiz'd at Cl-rt-n Hall. 


June 1773. 


N. B. This is a real though imperfe&t ſketch of a worthy family, 
who have happily united in their domeſtic œconomy, the elegant fim 
plicity of the paſtoral ages with the refinements of modern life. 


Ee þ 
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To the Right Honourable Lord W. S; 


H O' void, my Lord, of all ambition, 
And happy in your own condition; 

Bleſt with the real joys of life, 
Health, fortune, and a virtuous wife : 
Yet we'll ſappoſe you now poſſeſſing, 
What ſome might deem a greater bleſſing, 
(Superior even to eaſe and health) 
More ſounding titles and more wealth: 
Call'd to ſuſtain the rank and ſtation; 
The higheſt honours of the nation. 

You'd now, my Lord, be ſtyl'd © Your Grace 3 
Your ſervants muſt be deck'd with lace : 
'Two fellows, out of livery, OY 
Would laugh, I ween, at you and me. 
Behold ! an equipage you get 
Adorn'd with d- cal coronet: 
And thus equip'd to court you tend ; 
There to your royal Sov'reign bend ; 
With gracious ſmile who kindly meets you, 
And, ** well-beloved Couſin” greets you. 

This taſk perform'd, a greater ſtill 
Your title calls you to fulfil ; 


To 
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To take your ſtation in the ſenate: . 
(A place, which I have rarely been at) 
Whole days you'd fit in ermin'd tate; 
Fatigu'd with many a wiſe debate: 
Still anxious for your country's good, 
Tho? robb'd of freedom, fleep, and foods 

All this, my Lord, is vaſtly clever 
(All this would be your lot however). 
The thing is well enough whilſt new : 
But when you've run the gantlet thro'— - 


(Plagu'd with more numerous attendants ; 
More ſycophants and more dependents) 
And thus ſerv'd out the long campaign, 
You'll wiſh yourſelf at home again. 
In public then you'd be a P-ke: 

Vet, would you *ſcape your friend's rebuke, 
In private lay afide this pother ; 

Be ftill the ſocial younger brother. 

No longer carry this grand farce on, 


But ſmile upon a country parſon, 
Who'd come, not to ſalute : your Grace,” 
But merely to enjoy your place ; 

And, as of yore; your friendly chat, 

Of news or books, of this and that ; 


VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 


Nor hail your D-tcheſs—but your wife; 
That pattern of domeſtic life 
Who does the honours of your table, 
Nor like the Stork, which (in the fable} 
Once tantaliz'd the Fox with meat, 
In ſuch ſtrange forms, he could not eat: 
But ſtudious every ſoul to pleaſe, 
With equal elegance and eaſe, 
Attentive to each humble gueſt, 
With ſmiles ſhe crowns the wholeſome feaſt. 
But what we prize beyond all dainties 
(And what, if ſkill'd, I wiſh to paint, ) i 
Vour Lady's pleaſing converſation, 
Which gains both love and admiration; 
Such ſolid ſenſe ; ſuch various reading; 


Set off with ſuch complete good - breeding: 


At once inſtructive and fo eaſy, 

As if deſign'd alone to pleaſe ye; 

Her Ladyſhip (for which we prize her) 
| Both entertains and makes us wiſer. 
Much more with juſtice might be ſaid : 
But ah! my Lord, I'm much afraid, 

Th' encomiums I've already made ye, 
Should you be pleas'd—will hurt your Lady. 
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| To C. W. B-mpf—4, Eſquire. 
(After a flight fit of the Gout.) 
ESUME, my friend, thy wonted ſmile, 
Nor at thy lot repine, 
If here the friendly gout a while 
Thy roving feet confine. 


Stor'd with what Nature can impart, 
Or what with equal eaſe 

Thy pencil or thy Laura's art, 
Can Heſtercomb diſpleaſe ? 


Caſt but thine eyes that lawn around, 

Yon fertile vale ſurvey ; 
Where filver Thone, with igerdio t crown'd, 
Slow-wiading marks his way: 


Thy ſteps or up theſe ſloping hills 
Let Laura's arm ſuſtain : 
The balmy air and falling rills 
Shall ſooth thy ling'ring pain. 
. Mrs. B—'s admirable needle- work. 
+ Myrtles bear the winter in the vale of Taunton. 
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But couldſt thou reach Urganda's * 

And thence direct thine eye, ON 
Where. tow'ring oaks their * 

And pierce the azure ſky : _ 
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There view amidf the circling ſhade 
That rock's ſtupendous wy 

Whence daſhing down thy lov'd caſcade 
Attracts th' aſtonuſh'd fight : 


(Impetuous ruſh the 
ebm Roms 
"Till pleas'd her ; hides 
d hi head the Naiad hi 
In laureat groves below) 


That ſcene ſhould li reſt 

ould lall thy cares 

- * = 

Which fill uncloy'd you view: 

Tho' thy own ſkill . 
Its charms are always new. 


* if thy magic pencil trace 
e landſkip's bold deſign, 


| ö 'S rocks 


A fine groteſque ſeat or witchery 
In 
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In ſilent rapture loſt you ſtand, 
Or, fill'd with joy ſerene, 
Admire, tho“ wrought by your own hand, 

The ſweet romantic ſcene. 


Yet not from the collected force 
Of caſual torrents riſe 
Theſe cataracts: Their plenteous ſource 

A conſtant ſtream ſupplies. 


Amidf theſe woods conceal'd from fight, 
In ftore by Nature laid, 


Theſe ſcenes your Taſte firſt brought to light 
— in full pomp difplay'd. 


Our Shenſtone's "ng by force of Taſte 
An envy'd Seat became: 

Your Seat, with nobler beauties grac'd, 
A Palace I proclaim. 


Then wiſh not from thy Laura's arms 
O'er diſtant climes to roam ; 
When bleſt with Beauty's Various charms, 

United thus at home, 


1774 


On 
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- 


On the Poetical Society at Bath-E—n. 


« Hence ye profane / I hate ye all; 
% Both the great vulgar and the ſmall.” Cowr zr. 


EHOLD ! where Avon's azure tide 

Its low'ry margin laves, 

What num'rous villas deck its fides ! 
Reflected from its waves. 


Yet none for beauty may compare . 
With Myra's gay retreat : 

Her ftately groves, her lawns ſo fair 

Magnificently neat ! 


Myra, by ev'ry art refin'd, 
That Science can diſpenſe : 

Genius with various Learning join'd ; 
Politeneſs with Good Senſe. - 


Whilf ancient Bards with joys ſerene 
Her vacant hours employ ; 

With Taſte, the ſweet Arcadian ſcene 
'To grace and to enjoy : 


For Avon, tho? of old rever'd, 


To join the choir might not refuſe 
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She ſaw, where'er ſhe look'd — 


(Our modern times diſgrace) 


Viſits and taſteleſs forms abound, 
And vulgarize the place. 


The haunt of tuneful Bards; 
Avon had long-fince nothing heard 
But goſſiping and cards. 


With honeſt indignation warm'd, 
She ftruck the ſounding lyre : 
Each grove and ecchoing hill was charm'd, 
And caught poetic fire. 


Wak'd from her trance each languid Muſe, 
In Bath that ſlumb'ring lay, 


When Myra led the way. 


By her- nſpir'd each nymph and ſwain 
Their weekly tribute bring; 


Wich harmony reſounds the plain, 


And © hills and valleys ring.“ 


Vor. I. 
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Rivals for fame, they round her ſtand, 
And emulous behold 8 
The Myrtle wreath in Myra's hand, 
More pow'rful far than gold. 


And gild the feſtal day; 8 
Poetic flowers perfume the dale, ; | pt fag 
| As ery month were May.” 


The learned * foreign Dame no'more —=— 
Our dulneſs ſhall diſdain; | 
For Avon now may triumph o'er 


1774 


o Alluding to the ſocieties of learned ladies In Italy and France. 
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The Embargo on Mt. 
To Mrs. M—; * 


On her injunRion to fill up ome 4 Bouts-rimbs.” 


H O' you, within your peaceful grove, 
Thro? all che ſweats of Science roπẽʒũ 
Your ſoaring Muſe now. takes ber flight 
Around Parnaſſus tow'ring height; | | 
To ©* ſports of wia, with. lapghing friends, | 
= humbler rhymes, now ed 
_ ſmiles the — i 3 
Ah! ſpare your ſlave, wha loit'ting. ſtands. 
And dares diſpute your kind commands. 
Grown ſtiff with age, th' enfeebled Muſe | 
Such airy flights muſt now refuſe ; 
Whe, in her youth, when left moſt free, 
Scarce roſe to mediocrity ; 
And, daunted by ſuch dire reſtraint, 
Beneath the galling yoke muſt faint. 
Old Priam thus might hope to wield 
Young Ajax” ſpear or ſeven-fold ſhield. 
Then grant your ludicrous iujunction 
Conſiſtent with my ſolemn function: 


Ver 
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Yet ſure th' allotted taſk is hard, | 
An inſult on the fetter d Bird, 

You bind my feet, and bid me walk; 
Obſtru® my tongue, yet bid nie talk; 
Bid me contend in glory's race, 
Tho” tenfold weights terard my pace.” 
Bid Chalkitobe *taidit his gouty pains, 
Or the poor captive dance in chains ; 
Bid yon child's linnet warbling fing, 
When hamper'd in its filken firing ; 
Drag * Timon from his luſt away, 
And bid the little Minſtrel pla? 
A voluntary on the chimes : 
Then bid me write iti fhackling fhymes. 
Fancy, at fight of flaviſh ties, 
Starts back, and wing'd with terror flies; 
Or ſtupid fits in ſad defptir, 
Her viſions all difl6lv*d in air. 


# Organifſt of B==th, 
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The ure, Oe: 
On being copyt to make Poetical Wreaths, 


ACRED 8 and the Mule, 
85 The theme of every Bard: 
„% Can Myra thus her fav'rite uſe ? 
Her Myrtle thus reward? 


«« $tript from their trunk by her fair hands, 
68 My branches ſcatter'd lie; 

« Or fetter d, tho? in filken bande, 
cc * languiſh, fully, and die,” 


Thus from amidſt the darkfome grove, 5 
The Myrtle plaintive n 

When, as her flow'ry wreaths he wove, 
Fair Myra thus reply d: 
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% Dear Myrtle, call me not unkind, 

«© Nor grieve, my beſt-lov'd tree 

% Thou ne'er in wantonneſs ſhalt find 
«© Thy branches ftript by me. 


VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 5 


ce If blended with the fragrant Roſe, 
« Or modeft Jefſamine, 


% A wreath or noſegay you compoſe, 
« And N brows grad 


« Or haply Gr-ville's boſom grace, 
* A type of Vi&'ty worn ; 
* Or twiſted round the feſtal vaſe +, 
Our Sonnets you adorn; 7 


« The Poer's art new life ſhall give, 

i And recompenſe thy wrongs; 
Tho cropt, mou fill malt blooming live 
00 Immortal in our Songs.” 


„ Lord P-Imerſton. ; 
+ An elegagt antique vaſe, ſid to be found at Tuſculum; into which 
the candidates for fame put their verſes, | 


| On 


FOEMS GN 


On the ancient City of Bath. 
n 


DST flow* ry meads, and Avon? 5 windiog floods, 


Romantic hills, wild rocks, and, pendent, wagds, 
Behold fair Bath her ſtately front advance 


In all the pride of Latian elegance! | 
The hills that riſe in rich profuſion round, 
With gardens deck'd, or ſplendid villas crown'd; 
There Health and Pleafars hand-in-hand appears 
And ſmiling weave their roſeat azbours . 1 
The r Naiads forty the gaihing n 8 

There various ſprings their min'ral virtues blend, 
And warm in falutary ſtreams deſcend : 
Thoſe fireams to mertals balmy health reflore 3 
The gout grows mild, and colics are no more. 
Here languid nymphs regain the bloom of May ; 
Here cripples dance, and hurl the crutch away. 

| Hither, with laviſh hand, freſh peaſants bring 
The fruits of Autumn and the flow'rs of Spring ; 
Whilſt lowin 8 herds, from richeſt paſtures, pour 
The draught ſalubrious in their milky ſtore. 


* 
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Each fowl of various plame that haunts the wood, 
Or wings the heath or dives the liquid flood, 
The ſpreading ſes- in and the ſcaly fry, 
Contiguous coaſts or  neighb'ring ſtreams ſupply. 


Thus Art and Nature join in friendly firife 
To ſhow'r on Bath the blandiſhments of life. 


Oh Bath ! chriee- happy, if to Man twere giv'a 
T” enjoy, with temp e uſe, the pifts of Heav'n. 
Didf thou thy partial fre but truly prize ; 
Didf thou increaſe in virtue, as In fize ; 
Were lux'ry baniſh'd, with each baneful vice, 
Th' infernal arts of ſcandal, cirds, and dice; 
The vagrant herds, that every ſtreet infeſt, 
And inſolence, wich rig rous care, fuppeeſt ; 
Did no baſe miſcreants, to themſelves unjuft, 
By mean exaQtions, lib'ral minds diſguſt: 
From diſtant counties Thanes in crowds fliould fly, 
Proud in thy domes to Mun the winr'ry Ry; 

+ Auguſta's ſelf ſhould half. unpeopled ſand, 
And Bath poſſeſs the riches of the land. 


* As abuſed by ſharper, — — 


E 4 | | The 


POEMS .ON., , . 


on 


The Shane Reuest; F 


A Noon-tide Wiſh in June. 


(Written at Bath.) 


ive vero | babarogue Leter. | Mar. 


O ee ee Sr 
miner. 
| That ins the man of June, 


Hide me beneath eu-. 
Impenetrable ſhades _ _. | 
Sweet contraſt to Sol's dazzling rays .. 
That ſcorch Bath's grand Parade! | 


Where, in ſome unfrequented vale, _ 
The lonely hawthorn blows; 
Their ſweets where violets exhale z 


Tho many a healthful village * 

Her environs ſupply ; 

Yet ſome from Bath too diſtant are, 
And ſome, I ween, too nigh. 


VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 77 
Tho' Hampton and Bathwick-diſplay | + 
Fartertes profuſe of flow ase, 
And Widcomb's vale with villas gx. 
Cool ſhades and fragrant bow'rs: |} 


Tho? rural farm and cottage net 
Invite our ſteps to Weſton z * 


And Avon glides by many a fert. 
From Bath to fam'd Bath Ravi 


Yet ſure no man of taſte could bear, 

Inftead of wholeſome cl ũs- s, 
The ſodden lock and ſaucy a: oh 
Whoe'er can ſpend his hours content 

Midſt conſtant noiſe and hubbubs, 

As well might he a lodging ret 
In Horſe- ſtreet or the ſuburbs. | 


The cit at Twerton ſmokes his pipe, 

And ftruts like Ancient Piſtol ; ge 17f 1 
Proud from his face the duſt to wipe, be. 
That clouds the road to Briſtol. 


To 


* Bathford, 


POEMS on 
To Ford, tho? Nature bas been kind, | 


— 


Tis ſure unmeet for Bards, 


Or thoſe whoſe pockets are not lin © 
Wich caſh, to flake at + cards, | 


In Kelfion's ſhades, = wont of old, | 
To fing whene'er I teaze ber, 


My GENS | 
% Thoſe woods were made for 1 Czfar.”* 


At Newton the would wiſh to fing, 
Good Rector; bus, I fear, | 

Regard for you a crowd will bring, 
And make a city there, 


Oh ! then for ſome ſequeſter's vale, 
Where zephyrs mild the ſenſe regale, | 
And proſpects charm the Gght! 


+ N. B. This was writes une years fince. 


t The worthy Cafar H-wk-ns; who purchaſed Kelſton of the deſcen- 
dants of the learned Poet Sir J. H- r. n. 


VARIOUS | SUBJECTS. $9 
Where idle folks . fray; » 61 


And on your time intrades 
GE. 5 
And cheer your ſulitude. n N 


mn ne 
Comb-hay, or Mid ford hill, 


Horſecomb, with wave beamticagroc'd 
And many a murm'ring rill. 


Near be dark wood or lonely "oc 
An hut P've ſet my heart on, 1 
un = erycicged 
On Lani of CE; ; 


On Avon's are let me live K 

An hermit's life at Warleß; 

Or, would my Lord a cottage give, 
I'd dwell a Monk at * Farley. 


»The ſeat of Lord W. S. formerly a cell of Cluniac Monks or reform- 
ed Benedictines, appendant to the Abbey of Lewes in Suſſex, founded 
1125. 


4 I*C. 


POEMS OR 125 
In winter crowds and good e-. 


Moro facial joys hugids: 
Muſt now take place of Art. 
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A= USPICIOUS Health 1 fair daughter of the ſkies, 
ol guard with care theſe ſprings that ſteaming riſe ; 
Wholſs healing virtues, freed from dire diſtreſs, | 
Millions have felt, and millions daily bleſs. | 
Ye languid tribe, with grateful hearts receive 
The blefiing theſe balſamic fountains give. . 
If Bath's ſalubrious treams your health reſtore, 
Thank Heav*n ; ; be temperate ; «« go and fin no more *.” 


® See John, V. 14. 


Stanzas 


— 


6 


Sans wricten near Bach, 1755 
—2xe tu deſerta & inboſdita tefqna | 


| Dicis, amena weeat mecum qui ſentit. 


l * — 


H E ſaunt' ring cit, who trolls from town, 

With ſcorn ſurveys my Gothic cell ; 

Or wond'ring aſks, What homely clown 
In this drear ſolitude can dwell ? ? 


Theſe mould'ring walls, with ivy crown'd, N 


Inur'd to ſmoke throughout the year, 
Yon verdant meads unmov'd he ſees ; 

Thoſe hills unfightly rocks appear; 

Yon 6 


The lucid fount, that murm ring falls, 
| Then thre wy ſhrubs meand'ring ficals, 
An uſeful ſtream he tamely calls ; 


But no poetic rapture feels. 


Hither from noiſy crowds I fly: 
Here dwells foft'Eafe and Peace of mind ʒ 
Yet think not Fancy's curious eye 


To theſe deep folitudes co d. 


'Whene'er at morm or eve T avey 
Where yoader cliffs with pines are ervwn'd, 

What ſplendid ſcenes my rapture move! 
How charm'd 1 range th* horizon: round 1 


There Allen's ſtately Oolumas ifm, 
And glitr'ring ſrom the circling wood, 

With conſtant beauty feed my eyes, | 
As he the poor with conſtant food. 


Each pompous work, proud Bath; I Mare, 
That decks thy hills; welloplesw'® I e 
And * Pitt and Stanhope build for me. 


„ Lord Ch-tham and Lay Lacy Sako bil ome of the firſt 
houſes in the Circus, 


— 


VARIOUS SUBJECTS.. 6g 
Each rifing mount, with ſome fair pile 

Adorn'd, o'erlooks with conſcious pride 

The ſubject meads, that blooming ſmile 
| On winding Avon's filver tide. 


Would I fair Eden's bloom reſtore ? 
Lo! Widcomb's cultivated vale ; 


And all Arabia's ſweets exhale, | 


Luxurious thus I freely rove, 
Nor at the ſons of wealth repine, 
Mere tenants of each hill and grove, - 


Familiar grown by conſtant uſe, 
The fatelieſt dome its maſter clays: 
Then grant him but theſe tranſient views. 


»A amiable lit Gentleman, and great floriſt, who lived there, | 


The 


" FOEMS' ON - 


tano 


The Cabinet: 
On Roman Medals. | 
To Mr. w. 
Y Love the youthful boſom warm's, 
Oft ſeels poetic fre; 
Wich rapture tunes the lyre. 


Tho" flow to touch the trembling ting, * 
Too much a ſlave to eaſe, * 
Yet, taught by you; my friend, 1 | 
The ſubjedt fare muſt pleaſe, 


Smit with the love. of antient art. 
I join the rhyming throng ; * 


More laſting beauty warms my heart, 
Then . PE 


Lo! the rich b d dens! 
Were cells in graceful rows 
The triumphs of imperial Rome 
In miniature diſcloſe. 
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1 0 


, 


- 


oy 


— — — 4 


** 


* 


VARIOUS 1 
All-glorious n 


Beneath each zone obey'd, 


On current gold diſplay'ds 


Hence prodigals,that vainly ſpend, 

Promote the great defigny ; 

And miſers aid ambition's end. 
Who treaſure up the cin. 


The peaſant finds in ev'ry clime 
The ſcientific ores: 

Whilit on the vich renutce of dam, 

1 


nes a 


Each legend dark unfold : : 


And copper ves vin ru. 


Happy the Gage r 
The ev'ning of whoſe days, 
Heav'n grants in that fair vale to ſpend 
Where Thames delighted firays, | 
F 2 


© -% - * 
* 


Shew'd ev'ry province, a ba. nord do 
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To 


Whilſt 1 *mid rocks and ſavage woods 
Enjoy theſe golden dreams; 
Where Avon winds to Hi her floods 
With Bladud's healing fireams. 


——=Y 


The Elbon-Chair. 


- OLLING 6 
Whom rather ſhould I raiſe to fame 


Than you, my much-loy'd Elbow«chair 
Who thus l 


Who oft the Maſe's Was befriends 


_Lulldi in your ſoft inſpiring lap; 


or th? afteragon's 


e Claverton near Bath, 1756. 


VARIQUS SUBJECTS. 


When * Horace took that airy dance 


Transform'd by Fancy's pow'rful charms ;z 


Wak'd from his dear Pindazic trance, 


Beyond Creation's utmoſt bound 
| Whillt Milton's genius wok its fight; 
The Bard in his arm-chair + was found, 


When thus enthron'd in ſtate he's ſeen, 
How aweful looks the rural May'r | 


The place of honour, which mankind | 
To gain ſo ardently aſpire, "2 
To Elbow-chairs the Gods aflign'd, 


And wiſely plac'd them near the . 


* Book 11. Ode 36; 


He felt, I ween, thy circling ams. 


+ He 4 hone nay toil with 99s ley ayer 6m rm: 


| Chaig, 


F3 


0 ; 


'POEMS ON 
O! more than mortals happy he, 
Who at the tavern's nightly feaſt © 


Prevents his livg'ring company, 
And firſt obtains this ſeat of reſt. 


When now a gen'ral gape goes round, 

And vapours cloud each fleepy head, 

Freſh for the other flaſk he's found, 
Nor wiſhes for his downy bed. 


When York and Lancaſter long fought, 
And England bled in Civil War; 
What was their glorious aim ? No doubt, 
"Twas that bewitching ' Elbow-chair. 


The roving youth, now foe to reſt, 
Whoſe limbs a fatal vigour warms, 

Shall languiſh ſoon, and fly more bleſt 
To yours, than Czlia's ſpreading arms, 


Tho? blooming Chloe yet deſpiſe 
And haughty ſhun thy kind ſupport, 


| By years made humble and more wiſe 


She in her turn thy aid ſhall court. 
8 Coronation chair brovght from Scone in Scotland. 


Whether 
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Whether in fimple check ſo neat, 

Or velvet clad, or leather red, 

Thou roaming victor's late retreat! * 
Where even Ambition reſts her head! © 


Still let me love my Elbow-chair, - - 
By age more fond, more conſtant grown ; 
Within thy arms forget each care, | 
Nor envy George the Britiſh throne. _ 5 
vel San 1715. 


On a favourite little Cur. 


Ab l 
Hoſpes, come 


ENCE Mopſy then my Muſe employ, 
= Since Chloe frowns, my only joy ! 
Mopſy my conſtant, pleaſing care, 
Companion when I take the air 
Now ranging wild o'er hill and dale, 

Now friſking at my horſe's tail: 


— 


—————  - > 


Nor bones nor ſcraps her love reward. 


Moply the ſervants hall prefers. 


"POEMS ON 
Then, left behind in idle chace, 
How pleas'd my winding ſteps to trace l— | 
And when return'd, what mutual greeting | 
Like friends long abſent on their meeting, 
But hark ! what terrible alarm ? N 
How fierce the cur from youder farm | | 
Now lowly couching at his feet, 
See her th' outrageous tyrant meet; 
He lordly firs, and ſpures the grafs, 
But ſpares her ſex, and lets us paſs, 
When Robin rings the dinner bell 


(To hungry dogs a grateful knell) | 


Mopſy prevents the chaplain there, 


As conſtant as the bread and beer ; 


Now the begins ber caving tricks, 
And future bones in fancy picks: 


She licks your hand, and thinks it hard, 


With fretch'd-out paw, and lock intent, 
Importunate, impertinent; 
Then ſalient on her nether feet, 
Extorts perhaps your fav rite bit. 
But when the flower'd deffert appears, 


VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 


Oh! Mopſy, cou'd my numbers paint 
Thy look inquiſitive and quaint: | 
Perplex'd when I or read or write, 
Or idle verſe of thee indite: 
Cou'd I bat half thy virtues tell, 
Or cou'd my art but half ſo well 
Thy ſpots and cutious ſhades expreſs, 
As they appear in Nature's dreſs, | 
Chloe ſhou'd then thy captive be, 
And love my dog, tho frown on me, 
Sept. 6, 1740. | 


An Invitation to the Feathered Race. 


GAIN the balmy zephyr blows,” 
Freſh verdure decks the grove; 


And tunes his note to love... 


Ye gentle warblers, hither fly, 
And ſhun the noon-tide heat: 
My ſhrubs a cooling ſhade ſupply ; 

| My groves a ſafe retreats 


13 


POEMS ON 
Here freely hop from ſpray to ſpray, 
Or weave the moſſy neſt ; 


Here rove, and fing the live-long day; 
At night here ſweetly reſt. 


By Phoebus lov'd theſe verdant bays. 
Shall ſhade your tuneful choirs ; 
Here calmly fit and chaunt your lays, 
Which Phoebus? ſelf inſpires. .. 
Theſe roſes dear to ev'ry Bard, 
To ſmiling Venus dear, 
With fragrant tufts your young ſhall guard, 
Your loves conſummate here. 
Amidſt this cool; tranſlucent rill 
That trickles down the glade, 
Here bathe your plumes, here drink your fill, 
And revel in the ſhade. 


No ſchool-boy rude, to miſchief prone, 
E'er ſhews his ruddy face, 
Or twangs his bow or hurls a ſtone 
In this ſequeſter d place. 
10 


VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 


Hither the vocal Thruſh repairs ; 
Secure the Linnet ſings ; EY 
The Goldfinch dreads no flimy ſnares | 


To clog her painted wings. 


Sad Philomel ! ah! quit thy haunt, 
Yon diſtant ? woods among: - 
And round my friendly Grotto chaunt 

Thy ſweetly-plaiative — 


Lo not the bonnie Red-breaft _ 
| \ Domeſtic bird! to come, 

And ſeek a ſure aſylum here, 
With one that loves his home. 


My trees for you, ye artleſs tribe, 
Shall tore of fruit preſerve ; 


Oh! let me then your friendſhip bribez z 


Come, eat without reſerve. 


For you thels cheries | prote®; 
To you theſe plumbs belong : 


But ſweeter far your ſong. 
* Warley woods, 


Sweet is the fruit that you have peck'd ; 
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POEMS ON 


L 
| Let then this league, betwixt us made, 


Our mutual intereſts guard; 
Mine be the gift of fruit and ſhade, 
Your ſongs be my pewurd. 


To the Woodman. 


H! void of tate! Plebeian vile ! 
Hold, caitiff, hold thy ſacrilegious band 5 
Nor violate theſe hallow?d groves; + © 
Theſe rev'rend oaks, beneath whoſe reading ., 
With moſs and creeping ivy clad, 
Full oft? the Bard has caught poetic fire: 
Or, with celeſtial viſions bleft, | 
Ador'd the awful Genius of the place. 
| Fatigu'd with pageantry and ſtate, 
Here ſweetly-penfive Cynthia ſate and thought; 
The fragrant woodbine blooming round, 
In ſolitude and meditation learn'd 
To taſte the genuine ſweets of life—— 
| And ſhall theſe ſhades thus unlamented fall / 
Their limbs transform'd to gates and ſtiles 
And utenfils inglorious ! Taſteleſs wight ! 
1600p 
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I charge thee, hold thy murd'rous hand. 
Hark ! at each ſtroke th* aflited Dryads groan z 
The timorous Wood-nymphs fly forlorn ; 
And ſeek for ſhelter to the pitying rocks. bs 
The croaking raven high in air 
With ominous note proclaims the barbarous deed : 
Sad Philomel the havoc views 
With filent grief, and quits her long-lov'd haunt. 
The Hyacinth and Primroſe pale 
Shrink, droop their heads, and ſhun the glare of day— 
Yet, deaf to every tendereſt plea, 
The ruthleſs ruſtic plies his plundering az, 


PART 


VARIOUS SUBJECTS: 83 
Lefs ſacred far thoſe tinſsl ſhrines, 
In which the ſainted bones, 4 
And relicks, modern Rome confines; 
Of legendary drones. 


In figur'd braſs we here behold, 
From time's wide waſte retriev'd; 
| What patriots firm or heroes bold 


Or filver orbs, in ſeries fair; 
With titles deck'd around, 
Preſent each Cafar's face and air 
With rays or laurels crown d. 


Ages to come ſhall hence bo taught; 
In laſting lines expreſsd, - 
How mighty Julius _ or — 
Or * dreſs'd; 


Auguſtus here with placid mien, 
Bids raging diſcord ceaſe; 
The gates of War cloſe-barr'd are ſeen; 
And all the world is peace. * 
Vor, I. F PS A race 


POEMS ON 
A race of tyrants then ſucceeds, 
Who frown with brow ſevere; 
Yet, tho' we ſhudder at their deeds, 
Ev'n Nero charms us here. 


Thus didrthe blooming Titus look, 
Delight of human kind ; 


Great Hadrian thus, whoſe death beſpoke 


His firm yet gentle mind. 


Aurelius too ! thy Stoic face 
Indignant we compare 


With young Fauſtina's wanton grace, 
And meretricious air. 


Each paſſion here and virtue ſhines 
In livelieſt emblems dreſs'd ; 


Leſs ftrong in Tully's ethic lines, 


Or Plato's flights expreſs'd. 

With heighten'd grace in verdant ruſt, 
Each work of antient art, 

The tewple, column, arch, or buſt 
Their wonted charms impart, 


* WeÞ= "ire 
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** * 


Falſtaff the Second; 
77 ON T8 1 
OR 


The Commodious Gout. — 


No ferve his country or his friend 
Whene'er Sir ſohn's call'd out, 
The Knight's unable to attend. 
For ah l he as got the gout. 


When the Militia he's to train, 
Or Seſſions come about; 
You'll hear her Ladyſhip complain, 
„ Sir John has got the gout.” 
Vor. I. G 


— 


GG DATES EE SS 
If tradeſman's bill the Knight's to pay, 
He'll promiſe fair, no doubt: 
But lo! before th* appointed day, 
Sir John has got the gout. 


You'll hear him whoop and ſhout : 
But when ſubptena'd to the Aſſize, 
Bir John has got the gout. „ 


At turtle or at veniſon treat, 
The Knight ſeems pretty ſtout : 
But when the Parliament's to meet, 
Sir Jobn has got the gout. — 


Should ou grade Bir hn. 
"Tis chen in vain to po 
If you're deceiv'd—For ten to one, FL 


Sir John has got the yout. 


SARCASTIC 6 


The inviſible Equipage. 


8 9% 
His fortune to repair, : 
Reſolv'd to get a ſecond wife, 
If not—to get an heir. | 


To make a wealthy dame his prize, 
The Enight commenc'd a beau ; z 

The ſex he knew ee egen 
Lov'd | equipage and ſhew. 


|| 
| 
| 
' 


Three tawdry un from Meumenth-frect - 

Set off with tarniſh'd lace, | ”= 

As many wigs,. for ſcare-crows meet, 
His rueful perſon grace. 


But chief the car, with gilded pride, 
Four prancing courſers drew. ; 

«« Conſent, my fair, and be my bride ; | il 
This coach I'll Zeep for you.“ -1 
G 2 | The 
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The Nymph was caught—for Hymen's bands 
She ſoon refigns her gold ; 

The coach is kept,—but uſeleſs ſtands, 
For lo! the ſteeds are ſold. 


Her Ladyſhip, like modern wife, ' 
No more abroad can roam; 

But leads a chaſte and virtuous life 
With old Sir John at home. 


we a « 


On an old Gentleman's marrying A fine ſing- 


ing Girl, 


A M'D for the muſic of her ſtrains, 
A warbling linnet, o'er the plains 
And thro' the neighb'ring groves was known : 
The *Squire, as late he trudg'd along, 
Was raviſh'd with this linnet's ſong, 
And wiſh'd to make the bird his own. 


ST HE Ta Tt kCG©G 
With curious art the ſnare was ſet, 
He caught her in his ſilken net. 
(Ye ſwains the public loſs deplore) 
She Autters round her gilded cage; : 
Looks pretty; but, I dare engage, 
—— FT rt tr bra 
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2 Sordid Prof uſion. 
NRI C H' by fortune, not by merit, 
% Ninus, you ſay, zow ſhews a ſpirit. 
% No longer eats his mutton chop, 
« In cellar vile, or dark cook-ſhop : 
% Inſtead of hoarding up his pelf, 
«© He ſpends it—and enjoys himſelf.” 
He does, you ſay ? So much the wiſer: 
For all mankind deteſt a miſer. - | 
Yet ſure *twould ſhew as good an heart, 
If you and I enjoy'd a part. 
If Ninus laviſhes his treaſures *©- 
On ſordid, low and e pleaſures ; 
I own, I value him no more 
Than all his neighbours did before : 
To me—the avretch will ftill be paw: 
G 3 Vanity 
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Vanity and Avarice. ; 


Hz wretch that courts the ſordid Great, 
And with the ſplendid Florio dines, 

Is tantaliz'd in empty ftate ; 

And ftarves amidſt his coſtly wines. 


There's Burgundy, he lets you know; 
Or bright Champaign's more ſprightiy juice; 
There's Claret too ; but all for ſhow ; 
The honeſt ** Port's alone for uſe.” — 


Thus vex'd, his tortur'd gueſts complain g 


And ftare at what they fear to touch ; 
Thus Florio, covetous and vain, 
Still does too little or too much. 


Meagre 
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Meagre Neatneſs. 


HUS to the maſter of an houſe, | 
Which, like a church, would flarve a mouſe, 
Which never gueſt had entertain'd, 
Nor meat nor wine its floors had ſtain d, | 
I faid ; . Well, Sir, tis vaſtly ne: 4 
But where d* you drink, and where d' you dine ? 
ce If one may judge by rooms ſo neat,Þ 

t coſts „6 


- The Miſer's Vaults. 


: 


e. ; Hoz. 2 


HY at friend, may jelly = 5 rad, 
Where caſks on caſks, on bottles bottles pil'd, 
By locks and bolts fo cloſely are confin'd ; 
Thy liquor's dead—and buried to mankind. 
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Go when you will, this little ſnarler 
_ Reigns the curſt tyrant of the parlour. 
No overtures of peace can pleaſe him; 


* 


The Inſolence of Office. 


AVE yon not ſeen a dog call'd Pug, 
Perch'd-on' (44546464 wiſh 
Or mounted in an eaſy chair, 
With noſe erect: and ſaucy air? 


Your forc'd civilities but teaze him. 
Preſent your hand, he bites your knuckles ; 
Put forth your foot, he ſnaps your buckles. 
His yelping wounds your tortur d ears; 
His ſnarling tricks alarm your fears. 


Whether the lady's friend or lover, 


You long to have che coffee over: | F 


And with this teſty cur offended, | 
Rejoice to find your viſit ended. 


So have I ſeen a little man, 
In ſtature not above a ſpan; 
In ſhape, much like a china jug: 


Whom from his face ſo ſmooth and ſmug, 


| You might expect to find more civil: 
Yet try him—he's a very devil. 

The fellow underſtands accounts; 
£ By which he into office mounts : 
And, trufted with ſome ſmall affairs, 
Gives himſelf theſe gigantic airs. 
Perch'd in his deſk, with wig ſo neat, 
Nor * Hoare nor Child are half fo great. 

Behold him ſwell and ſnap and ſnort, 
And with rude anſwers cut folks ſhort ; 
With inſolence affront his betters, 

Tho! men of rank, of birth, or letters ! 
Thus arrogant without once bluſhing, 
Like Pug upon his velvet cuſhion. 

But do your buſineſs as you can; 
Laugh at the proud, important man ; 
Let him count o'er his borrow'd pelf; 
And leave the puppy to himſelf, 
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Septennial Importance; 


EYDAY ! friend Snap, with what an air 
Thon toſſeſt me thy wooden chair! 
Why put'ſt thou this important face on? 
Thou'lt flirt the lather o'er thy baſon. 
How flippantly thy razor goes 
Held, hold, you dog; you'll cut my noſe : 
Prithee, my friend, don't ſhave fo faſt— 
Sir, you'll excuſe me; Pm in haſte. 
« I muſt not make his Honour wait: 
The Member's coach is at his gate; 
And he depends upon my vote 
I muſt be gone and change my coat. 
The poll comes on ſoon after nine; 
And then at three the voters dine. 


d rather eat a bit at home; 

But Mr. May'r . Pd come.” 
Well; now, I hope, the buſtle's ended, 

We little folks may be attended, 

Thou'lt now recover thy humility ; 

And treat us with thy old civility. 
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Again vouchſafe to tell me news ; 
Nay, braſh my coat, or wipe my ſhoes. 
Now all thy conſequence is gone; 
No longer M'ifter, but plain John. 
Dwindled again to honeſt Snap, ; 
Thovw'lt ſet thy razor, ply thy firap; 

And fince Election treats are o'er, 
Shave calmly on for e. years more 


To a Coffee-Houſe Politician. 


RATE not, my friend, of unknown an. — 
Say, why are miniſters and kings 

PEP FAS A ee. ſpleen ? 

Who never yet a court haſt ſeen, 

Nor ever wilt, I'll anſwer for't, 

But Ruſſel or Saint Martin's Court. 


10 
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The curious Impertinent. 


Man there is, to all the country known, 

Who neither lives in country nor in town : 

He's here, he's there; from place to place he flies, 

In queſt of that which Heav'n to man denies. 

Cario, the preſent j joys of life forgot, 

| Still fancies greater joys where he is not: 

Hence ever reſtleſs, go where er you will, . 

Yow'll find poor Curio at your elbow ſtill. 

He boaſts no wit; but yet, the Lord Knows why, 

Cerio fall keeps the beſt of company. 

Wherever well-dreſs'd folks in crowds appear," 855 
Aſk'd or unaſt d — you ll ſtill find Curio there. 

| At every veniſon, every turtle feaſt, 

See him, with anxious looks, a conſtant gueſt ! 

Drawn by the ſavoury fteam, no doubt ?—Why no; 

He only comes to ſee how matters go. 

In ſhooting ſeaſon, Czrio takes his gun; 

Is there a fiſhing party ?—He makes one : 

Not for the ſport—For Curio neither went 

To thoot or fiſh—but juſt to learn th' event. 


| To-day 
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To-day he comes, to ſhew my lord your place ; | 
| To-morrow does the ſame,—t' oblige his Grace: 
Thus mov'd by wires, this arrant punchinello, 
For want of buſineſs—is a buf fellow l 


. The Dangler. 


FHARM'D with the empty ſound of pompous words, 
Carle vouchſafes to dine with none but lords. 

Whilſt rank andd titles all his thoughts employ, 

For theſe he barters every focial joy ; 

For theſe, what you and I fincerely hate, 

He lives in form, and often ſtarves in-ftate.— 

Carlo, enjoy thy peer ! content to be 

Rather a ſlave to him, than friend to me: 

Go, ſell the ſubſtance to retain the ſhoyy; - 

May you /cem happy—whilft I'm really ſo ! 
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The Impudence of Wealth. 


UFO, whoſe pride diſdains to give attention, 
Still aſks you things above his comprehenſion ; 

But, ere you ſpeak, his thoughts are on himſelf, 
His dreſs, his dinner, or his paltry pelf. 
One day, quoth he, What hgnifies your learning ? 
Does Greek or Latin make one more diſcerning ? 

cc Beater ger not give one groat z 
* Who's eber the richer; pray, for all they wrote ? 
If books then neither make men rich or wiſer, 
«© Your man of learning is the greateſt miſer; 
«© Whoſe ſtudies, day and night, his thoughts employ, 
% To heap up ſtores, which he can ne'er enjoy.” 

Your reas'ning's ſomething odd; I told the man, Sir, 
But you'll not liſten to a proper anſwer. 

The ſweets of knowledge are to thee, I find, 

Sounds to the deaf, or colours to the blind 3 

Since in the dark then owls are more diſcerning, 
How juſt is thy antipathy to learning 


= 
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The Teſt of Merit: 
On the Earl of Ch —d. 


8 this the Man ſo ſam'd for wit ?”* | 

Cries Baye, fam'd for wanting wit; 
« This little man, ſo thin and queer? 
«© Who'd take his Lordſhip for a peer ? 


«« His eyes indeed have ſomething ſprightly ; | 


«« But ſure his perſon's far from ſightly; 
«© They praiſe his ſpeeches and his jokes; 
«« He looks and talks like other folks.” 
Thus Baye, puff d with pride and fat, 

Sill vents his ſpleen in frothy chat : 
More vers'd in butcher's meat than books, 
Enquires how fat or lean one looks; 
And ſagely, by mechanic rules, 
Deems men philoſophers or fools ; 
His balance rais'd, with air profound, 
He weighs your merit by the pound! 
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To Bufo. 


Boro. It ſeems, aloud complains, 
He's made the ſubject of my ſtrains ; 
Declares ** he never gave offence 3 Fe 


And . wonders at my inſolence. 

« A word (he's ſure) he never ſpoke, 

That could a Poet's ſpleen provoke ; 

« Why vents he then on me his ſpice, 

* Who hardly know the man by fight © Wk | 
Why truly, tho” thus over-weening, | 

Thy words, I trow, e 

Yet, Bufo, who can tamely bear wa 

Thy ſolemn ſtrut, thy haughty air — 3 5 | 

Our ſtreets, tho” reaſonably wide, 1 

Are ſcarce ſufficient for thy pride 5 

Affronts are not to word. conſin d; 

Thy /oo#'s an inſult on 3 
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A near na 
In vain call in reſerves aſſiſtance, 
To keep us little folks at diſtance : 
Indeed, my friend, this will not do: 
A child may pierce the cobweb thro'.. 5 

Theſe arts may ruſtics keep in awe, 5 
And to your vaſlals give the law z 
We know the world, and we deſpiſe _ 
This mummery, this low diſguiſe. 88 
You're Hill the ſame, do all you can; | 
| We know too well what is in man! 
| No artifice that ſoul can hide, 1 . 
The ſeat of ignorance—and pride ; 
But, ſpite of all this vile grimace, 
We read the idiot in your face. 
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Vario: Or the force of Faſhion. 


—— tho' E led by faſhion, 
For worth alone pretends u paſſidn ; 


_ Aﬀedts, with truly lib'ral ſpirit, | 


Now frowns on what fo late it Imibd; 


See Vario, in his turn, affect 


To idolize'a man of merit; 5 

Applauds the deeds, the ſenſe, the jokes, 
Of good, or wiſe, or witty folks :— 
He daily at your houſe attends, 
And ſeems to rank you with. his fridnds : 


mo . \ dy 


In public too he'll fill affect 


To treat you with profound reſpect, 
(More than Venetians do their Dogue) 
For what ?—becauſe you are in vogue. 


For, Sir, you muſt not think it ſtrange, 


"If Paris ſhould his conduct change ; 


The public, fickle as a child, 


Still fond of change, wants ſomething new ; 
Carefling me, neglecting you. 


To treat you with the ſame neglect; 
Nay, ſhuns you, as a worthleſs rogue ! 
For what! — becauſe you're ozt of wogue. 


To 
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To the ſame. 


io: amen en 

Yet ſure ſuch pride and infolence 
The brighteſt parts diſgrace : _ 

To- day thou meet'ſt one, quite delighted; 

To- morrow, truly, thou' rt ſhort-fighted, 
| And dot not know ane's foe | 


Thou haft, I own, ſome fining qualities, 
But then they hardly ſeem realities, 
Nor fit to fix a friend on ; | 
For, whilſt thy temper is ſo various, | 
Say, what ean we depend on 


One hour, forſooth, thou' rt wondrous civil, 
The next, thou look ſt like any devil; 
How ſhall we truly prize these? 
Thy frowns—we'll laugh at or negleR& ; 


But in our hearts—deſpiſe thee. 


. 


Thy ſmiles - ll treat with forc'd reſpet, 


The 
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The Man of Senſe. 


As. vou tell me, is a man of ſenſe, 
Who thus diſplays his wit at your expence ; 
Whilſ with your claret Mil' you regale, 
He ſoothes your ear with jeſt, or hum?rous tale: 
Vet flung wich fatyr or malignant ſneer, © 
You often buy your mirth extremely dear. 
He entertains your company, tis true; 
But, whilſt we laugh with him, we laugh at you. 
Mile, whene'er you ſpeak, looks wondrous wiſe, 
Or cuts you ſhort with infolent replies : 
If contradifted, heav'ns ! what exclamations ! 
He fills the room with rude vociferations : 
With Cynic ſnatls maintains the loud debate, . 
Fierce as a cur before his maſter's gate. 
Wit as he is, and fraught with learned flore, 
Yet Milo wants one happier talent more. 
None laugh fincere but thoſe who're at their eaſe; 
Then, Mile, learn the better art—to' pleaſe : 
Fools are reveng'd when wit gives juſt offence, 
And true good. nature far outſhines good-ſenſe. 


The 
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The Man of Reading, 


 ORENZO ** 
The greateſt reader that I know : 
Reads each new pamphlet, each new play ; 
And knows of each what people ſay : 
Then fixes, with a critic ſpirit, 
(At ſecond-hand) each writer's merit : 
The firſt to know, ſtill more exact, 
The name and author of each tract; 
Deſpiſes thoſe that have not bought 
The laſt new thing that Churchill wrote ; 
Points out each bright, each fav'rite line ; 
And vows the whole is vaſtly fine ! 
But yet, with all this various reading, 
Lorenzo is a man of breeding. 
Tho' he had been two years at college, = 
He neꝰer inſults you with deep knowledge: 
No ſcraps of Latin quotes, nor borrows 
A thought from Virgil or from Horace ; 
| No learned points he cer unravels, 
Nor mentions hiſtory or travels: 
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Gives no account of ancient times 
Or what is done in foreign climes. 
In ſhort, his reading, you will find, 
Floats on the ſurface of his mind. 
Lorenzo reads, as others play : ?: 
He reads — for ſomething fill to ſay. 
He reads a thing becauſe tis new: 
He reads becauſe his neighbours do. 
So then I find thou art, my friend, 


An endleſs reader to no u. 


If theſe, ſaid I, are all your views, 
Throw by your books, and read the news. 


Town Life and Country Life. 


OW dull's a country life ! ſage Bufo cries. 
Dull as your life in town, his friend replies. 
B. How can you bear the ſame things o'er and o'er ? 
F. Yet, what can Bath or London, pray, give more? 
B. You eat and drink and ſtroll about your fields. 
F. Such are the joys your fay'rite town life yields; 
Yet whilſt our fields are green, our flow'rs are ſweet, 
You breathe in ſmoke, and tread the duſty ſtreet. 


' B. To 
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B. To ſhift the ſcene, we've various public places 
F. Yet fill you meet the ſame dull, buſy faces. 
B. Then freſh and freſh we read the daily news. 
F. Content ſome weekly Journal I peruſe. 
B. Can you the, rooms, cards, company e ?: 
F. Yes, for health, eaſe, good air, and wholeſome wine. 
B. But you've no neighboars—F. Ves, we have a few ; 
And then—we're nn 


| Bulfs Se 


— + man in plge 

Diſplays, friend Bull, a double face : 
One fide exhibits gilded toys, 
To pleaſe our idle girls and boy: 
And one gilt books, = 

| For idle folks of ev'ry age, | 
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And prove her text from * Carter's Epictetus. 


* 
- . 1. * Fiir _ » 
7 Us 4 . 


The Hogs ee col 


> (Written at Bath.) 

I NG Bladud once eſpy'd ſome hogs 
Lie wallowitiy in the teaming bogs; | | 
Whence iſſued fotth thoſe ſulph*rous ſprings, | 
Since honour d by more potent Kings.” 
Vex'd at the brutes alone poſſeſſing 
What ought to be a common bleſſing; 
He drove them thence-in mighty wrath, 
And built the ſtately town of Bath. 

hs. eee 
| Have u fever fare... f 
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The Fair stete. 


„ 


L EAR and forbear ;*—thus preach the Stoic lage! 


And in two words include the ſenfe of pages. 
0 With patience hear life's certain ills'; and oh 

© Forbear thoſe pleaſures which muſt end in woe.” 
With theſe wiſe maxims Sappho ſtill can treat us, 


® Epictetus elegantly tranſlated by Miſs Carter, 
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Thus to be Stoics, each fair friend ſhe teaches 3 _ 
Whilſt Sappho ne'er will practiſe what ſhe preaches. 
For tho? no child, yet we may ſafely ſwear, | 


The Fair CEconomift. 


TFAIN, to her own and to her ſpouſe's coſt, 
Flavia ſtill makes economy her boaſt. | 
Let fools be dupes to knaves ; but ſhe's more wiſe, 
Bargains alone th- experienc'd Flavia buys. 

In fancy frugal, tho? in fakt profuſe, -h 

| She ſtocks her houſe with things of little uſe. 

© That ſet of china was the cheapeſt thing ! 

. e 

4 This cambric, flily Clipe into her hand, 
«© Was ſuch a bargain—ſhe could aer withſtand. 

This cloth, tho dear, colt nothing, one may ſay z | 
% Twill wear for ever; and—1 know "twill pay.” 

Then ſhe has bought the fineſt gooſe in town, 
They aſk'd three ſhillings, but took half a crown. 
68 And don't you think this ham extremely cheap ? 
We did not want it; but you know 'twill keep.” 
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Her friends with bargains thus poor Flavia treats; 
Laughs at her tradeſmen, whilſt herſelf ſhe cheats. 
But, Flavia, ſtop in time; too late, I fear, 

You'll find theſe bargains coſt you plaguy dear. 


The Heroines : Or, Modern Memoirs. 


N ancient times, ſome hundred winters paſt, 
When Britiſh dames for conſcience-ſake were chaſte 
If ſome frail nymph, by youtbful paſſion ſway'd, 
From Virtue's paths unhappily had ſtray'd ; 
When baniſh'd Reaſon re-aſſum'd her place, 
The conſcious wretch bewail'd her foul diſgrace ; 
Fled from the world, and paſs'd her Joylefs years | 
In decent ſolitude and pious tears: 
Veil'd i in ſome convent made her peace _—_ Heav'n ; "I 
And almoſt hop'd=by Prudes to be forgiv' n. 
Not ſo of modern dames th' adventurous race, 
Whoſe looſe i intrigues might Nero's annals grace; 
Grown old in fin, and dead to amorous joy, : | 
No acts of penance their great ſouls employ. 


(| : 
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Without a bluſh behold each nymph advance, 458 
The luſcious heroine of her own romance ! 
Each harlot triumphs in her loſs of fame, 
And boldly prints and publiſhes her ſhame. 


Under ſome ſtupid Lines, written in a Window 
with a Diamond - Pencil. 


H E lines ſo dull, the inſtrument fo bright! 
What evil genius tempted thee to write ? 

Ah! let that Brilliant ſparkle in a ring; | 
A diamond-pencil is a dang'rous thing. een 
Truce with thy rhymes 3 nor thus, on evry glaſs, 
To all the nn — 4 


On the Ghoſt of falſe Wir, 


mia en cxmagit: e ae 2t Berks, nr ahs 
Shape of ſame ill-natured Alluſions. 1769. 


IN the days of Queen Anne (thoſe halcyon days, 
Which, in ſpite of dull party, I'Il venture to praiſe) | 
When the pert ſons of dulneſs, a troubleſome band, 
With the ſhafts of Falſe Wit infeſted the land ; 


Steel, 
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Steel, Addiſon, Swift, bold champions, aroſe, 
And with vollies of humour, in verſe and-in proſe, 
This hydra they-flew : nay, even its Ghoſt, 
Which in various diſguiſes ſtill haunted our coaſt, 
Into the Red-ſea they ſafely convey'd, 
And for full fifty years the poor demon was laid. 
But his time is expir'd ; and lo! of late years, 
In divers odd ſhapes again he appears. 
In Riddles and Rebus he puzzles our brains, ́r; 
And ſtalks bolt-upright in Acroſtic's dull trains ; 
Nay, with ſmart Bouts-rimez he's ſo artfully grac'd, 
He paſt for True Wit with ſome perſons of taſte. 
In high life he figures amongſt our great folks, 
In ſprightly Humbugs and practical Jokes. 
Strange races, for Wit, our young noblemen ride ; 
And where Reaſon ſhould argue deep betts muſt decide. 
Proceed, 'ye choice Spirits ! may Fortune befriend, 
And all joy on your harmleſs atchievements attend! 
With Crambo (and welcome J your moments beguile; 
And at Pun meritorious I'll allow you to ſmile. 
But, in plays and romances tho? learned no doubt, 
o! keep your ſmall talk for her Ladyſhip's rout : | 
And I charge you, ye witlings and dunces, forbear 
To wage war on Virtue, or blaſpheme the Fair. 


* 
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Let good L- -derdale have her viſiting-day; 
And Aſt-u uncenſur'd be ſprightly and gay. 
Let W * ® and M * ſtill charmingly look, 
Nor envy good D—p—t's Gout and his Book. 
Nor let it, ye pigmies, thus give you offence, - 
That the Doctor excels you in height as in ſenſe. 
But chiefly, ye zymphs, who abound in rree wit, 
Beware how ſuch fatal examples yot ſet. 
Ridicule and keen Satyr are dang'rous tools, | 
And when one inthe hands of pert coxcombs and fol, 
No character's ſacred ; no-virtue's ſecure - 
From ſtabs in the dark—But of this be you ſure, «+: Plat 
Where malice and envy and dulneſs abound, og 4 
| Youth and beauty {ll receive the moſt dang'rous wound... 
To ſuffer at length you cannot but chooſe; - 1 
'Tis gaming with ſharpers who have nothing to loſe. 
The old and the ugly will join the baſe crew, 
And — — 


* 
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— who wa. cicaled fo being unfortunately 6x 
feet five inches high. 
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On Calumny. 


NFERNAL Imp! of Falſchood born, 
By Envy, Pride, or Worthleſsneſs begot ; 
In cells obſcure *midft beldames old, 
Foſter'd by Malice and Impertinence ! 
Hence to the ſhades of Erebus, 
And hide midſt hideous fiends thy haggard head, 
Nor with thy peſtilential breath 
Infect the balmy air: Beauty and Youth 
And worth tranſcendent are thy prey, 
Relentleſs hag ! WW 
Nor Innocence itſelf is ſafe. D RIDA! 
All naſe: ts 8 
Or, 6 
Of inoffenſive citizens; 
Forming conjectures raſh on all that paſs ; 
Thence ifſuing forth with fell intent, 
Voucheſt thy vain ſurmiſes for firm truths, 
Certain ** as proofs of holy writ.” 
By night, when mortals fleep, ſecure of harm, 
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With rancorous heart and buſy hand 

Thou ſow'ſt unſeen the ſeeds of difaffeQion ;. 
Whence friends meet friends with freezing looks, 

Nor gueſs the cauſe that alienates their hearts. 
Diſguis'd like antiquated maid, 

Oft' have I ſeen thee with malignant leer 

Dart from the card-table baſe hints, 

And ſpread thy venom in ambiguous phraſe, 

Whilſt artleſs Youth and Beauty ſmiles 

With unſuſpecting freedom on the ſwain 
That leads ber down the mazy dance, 


Nor dreams of miſchief from thy whiſperipg tongue. 


But chief amongſt the critic herd, 
Sitting in judgment on th' applauded work 

Of riſing genius thou preſfid'ſt ; 

And if the force of truth acquit the Bard, 

Thou'lt wound the morals of the Man, 

With fancy'd errors ſoothing thus thy ſpleen. — 

| How oft amidſt the harmleſs tribe 

Of politicians, met in wiſe debate 

On public meaſures o'er their tea, 

Thy diſcontented countenance is ken'd ! 
Venting with factious zeal thy lies 

On virtuous Miniſters and patriot Kings. 

10 
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Thy partial pencil dipt in gall, 

Gives to the faireft deeds the jaundice tint, 

And vilifies the wiſeſt plans. 
Inſernal hag, hated by Gods and men! 
Hence to thy native realms of night, 
And hide for ever thy deteſted head ! 
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1 On the Coronation of King George III. 
22 Sept. 1761. 


REE Monarchs now, of Brun ſwick's honour'd race, 
Shall with the ſame great name our annals ouch, 
The firſt, tho view'd by Party's envious eyes, 
Contending Factions own was good and wiſh. 
Thro? a long reign, brave, mild, and juft, approv'd, 
Our ſecond George we ſtyle rhe well-belov'd. 
But now a Youth aſcends the Britiſh throne, 
Whom every royal Virtue calls her on. 


„ Some of "theſe ietes (an ſubjecs tqually popular st that Mite) 
were ſpoken by OO PIs eee e The 
Mouſe is of no Party, 
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Unenvy'd he his ative right obtains 3 
And in the heart of every Briton reigns. 
Proceed, young Prince, a patriot King complete ; | 
And George the Third henceforth be Gzor ct the great. 


On Mr. Pitt's Return to his Country Seat 
1761. 5 


1 


RITANNIA long her hapleſs fate had mourn'd ; 
| By Factions rent at home, by Europe ſcorn'd. 
Succeſsleſs wars her languid councils ſhow 3 
Her troops ſtill fly before the inſulting foe. 
No more her fleets triumphant rule the main, 
And fickening Commerce ſues for aid in vain. 
Ta guide her tott'ring bark a pilot fit 
At length ſhe ſecks—and cafts her eyes on Pitt. 
He left his rural ſeat, and active roſes 
Retriev'd her credit and ſubdy'd her foes, 
From pole to pole, on ev'ry hoſtile ſhore 
Again her flag's diſplay d, her cannons roar. 
The lakes of Canada our triumphs hear, 
And Afric's ſons the name of Pitt revere. 
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Nay more, he bids even civil Diſcord ceaſe, 
And ſees each boiſt rous Faction huſh'd in peace 
Then quits the helm, without a title great; 
And ſeeks once more at Hayes a calm retreat. 

Great Cincinnatus thus, at Rome's requeſt, 
Left his lone farm, and took th* imperial veſt, 
With beav'n-born zeal his patriot breaſt inſpir d, 
Thus fav'd his country, triumph'd, and retir'd. 


Mr. Allen : Or, the Great Plebeian 9. 


— Sanctus haberi 

Juſtitiægue tenax facti⸗ diciſiue mereris ? 
Akraſco procerem.— | 

E havghty youths, of noble lineage vain, 

"> Who ſcour the turf and revel in Champaign ; 

Who boldly claim the honours of your race, 

And boaſt their names, whoſe titles you diſgrace ; 

Tell me, what firſt your grandGires' blood refin'd ? 

Was it their birth, or virtues of their mind ?— 

"Twas Virtue gave that luſtre to their name, 

And plac'd them foremoſt in the liſts of Fame: 


Joy, 


PF 
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For civil arts or feats of arms renown'd, 
Their merit unbought titles juſtly crown'd, 

But tho” the wretch that ſoils their glorious deeds, 
To his Sires' honours legally ſucceeds ; 
Tho? titles may deſcend where virtues fail, 
No royal grant can real worth entail : 
Such tinſel powp may dazzle vulgar eyes 3 
Whilſt men of ſenſe the glitt'ring cheat deſpiſe. 

But ſee the man of virtuous parents born, 
| Whoſe uſeful life exalted acts adorn ! 
With genius bleſs'd, whoſe ev'ry purpoſe tends 
T' improve his country or aſſiſt his friends: 
Who pours his wealth on works of public uſe ; 
In worthieſt acts ſtill gloriouſly profuſe: 
Whoſe pious care ſeeks merit in diſtreſs; 
His unknown hand, while won@ring wretches bleſs, 
Like ſome celeſtial planet's friendly rays, 
To all around diffuſive bliſs conveys. 
Who thus thro? life purſues one glorious plan, 
Is more than noble—is a god-like man. 


The 
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T he * 


To w. Mills, Ela; 
Of Warden's Hall in Effex. 


OU _ 


Quin.* loads his plate with turtle or John Dory z 

Or ſnuffs the pingpid bannch”s ey fleam, 

And crowns the feaſt with jellies and ic d cream. 
But when, with mere indulgence, you eapploy 


When, by one lib'ral 28, the mipg's peſt treat, 
You make a + Brother's happineſs compleat ; 


There is, you'll own, tho' rarely underſtood, 
The higheſt luxury in doing good. 5 

Nay, view his heart; and Quin will grant, "RPE 
— 


* for his 
of Inte hmm + da — 


+ Mr. Mills took his Brother one morning to the bank, and transfers 
— WII: 
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To Lord W. 8. 
On a Veniſon Feaſt at Feor—y, 
| Imprompts. 


NDEED, my good Lord, I pity your caſe ; | 
Condemn'd to r. at ſo charming a place. 
Like a man that's ty'd up to a beautiful wife, 
' Who beholds the fame face—all the days of his life ; | 
This proſpect to you is like mutton each day, 


"Tis ven'ſon to us, who juſt peep—and away. 


To William Shenſtone, Eſq; 
On the Leaſowes. 


CEE the tall youth, by partial Fate's decree, 

To affluence born, and from reſtraint ſet free 

Eager he ſeeks the ſcenes of gay reſort, | 

The Mall, the Route, the Play-houſe, and the Court ; 

| Soon for ſome varniſh'd nymph of dubious fame, 
Or powder'd peereſs, counterfeits a flame. 
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Behold him now enraptur'd, ſwear and ſigh, 

Dreſs, dance, drink, revel, all he knows not why : 

Till, by kind Fate reſtor'd to country air, 

He marks the roſes of ſome rural Fair 3 

Smit with her unaffected, native charms, 

A real paſſion ſoon his boſom warms, 

And, wak'd from idle dreams, he takes a wife, 

And taſtes the genuine happineſs of life. 
Thus, in the vacant ſeaſon of the year, 

Some Templar gay begins his wild career : 

From ſeat to ſeat o'er pompous ſcenes he flies, 

| Views all with equal wonder and ſurprize ; 

'Till, fick of domes, arcades, and temples grown, 

He hies fatigu*d, not ſatisfied, to town. 

Yet, if ſome kinder Genius point his way, 

To where the Muſes o'er thy Leaſowes ſtray, 

Each hill, each dale, each conſecrated grove, 

Each lake, and falling ſtream, his rapture move ; 

Like the ſage captive in Calypſo's grott, 

The cares, the pleaſures, of the world forgot, 

Of calm content he hails the genuine ſphere, 

And longs to dwell a bliſsful hermit here, 
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To Morgan Graves, Eſq; 


On the Improvements at Mickleton, i in Glouceſterſhire : 
A Fragment ”, 


——— — ———— K — — — ———— he. — , 
- - 


S this the place, where late in tonſile yew, 
Crowns, dragons, pyramids, and peacocks grew ? 
Where quaint parterres preſented to the eye 
The various angles of a Chriſtmas pye ? 


Or alleys met with correſpondent glades, 
And trees in rows caſt equidiſtant ſhades ? 
| Where terraces you ſcal'd by many a ſtep, 

From which th' affrighted frogs in panics leap ; 

And walls ſurrounding, thirty cubits high, 

Left to the view ſcarce thirty ells of ſæy ? 
Around the manſion barns and fables lay, | 
And ſpread Night's mantle o'er the face of Day. 
Theſe ſpacious lawns an hundred hedges ſhar'd, 
Like tenements of cards by children rear'd. 


This is inſerted as Mr. Shenſtone took the firſt hint for improving 
the Leaſowes from what he ſaw at Mickleton, as Mr. 8. did from 
what was done at Warleis near Waltham Abbey, in Elter, as early as 
the year 17355 which is near as far back as Mr. Walpole n 
dates this taſte i in England. 


What 
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What Tafte perverſe our anceſtors inſpir'd, 

Who baniſh'd oaks, and mournful yews admir'd ? 

Who rais'd buge walls to guard a few jonquils, | 
Pent up from flow'ry meads and verdant kills! 
Diſdaining Nature in her richeſt dreſs, 

Till tortur'd into Gothic littleneſs! 

Yet here thoſe anceſtors, a virtuous train, 

In health contented, dwelt thro' many a reign. 

Each country-ſeat was then a well-ſtor'd farm, 

Which knew no beauties but in ſnug and warm. 
Pleas'd, round their barns they heard their oxen low, 
And the ſame ſteeds could draw the coach and plough. 
Strangers to form, their neighbour was their gueſt, 
And mirth and rural plenty made the feaſt. 

Nor Hyſon yet, nor Gallic wines were known ; 

Nor deem'd polite the annual jaunt to town. 
Whole ſummers thus and chearful winters paſt, 
Fhey liv'd thrice-happy, in their van! of Taſte, 
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On Mrs. C——'s Villa at Hampſtead, 1760. 


TRANGER, approach ! prepar'd to ſee 

A palace in epitome. | 

A rural Queen, in this retreat, 

Has fix'd her airy ſummer's ſeat : 

Mid? grottoes, lawns, and blooming trees, 

She here enjoys the balmy breeze ; 

And hence with calm contempt looks down 

On the tumultuous joys of town. 

The villa, ſplendid, tho not great, 

With ev'ry work of art replete, | 

Preſents to view on ev'ry fide 

The ſpoils of oriental pride : 

All that rich China's marts diſplay, 
Groteſque in ſhape, in colours gay: 

_ Enamel'd jars, or painted ſkreens, | 

Pat idols, pagods, mandarines l 

But chiefly here regales your eyes 

Whate'er the Flemiſh ſchool ſupplies, 

Of landſcapes rare, with labour'd kill, 

By Barchem, Brughel, or Paul Brill ;— 


| 


Names 


* 
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Names which the Connoiſſeur reveres, 
Tho? harſh to nice poetic cars. 
Yet, what we prize above all theſe, 
Behold the ſeat of health and eaſe! 
Of pleaſures pure, that never cloy ; 
Of ſocial and domeſtic joy 
Or, what in courts is very rare, 
Behold a chearful — happy pair ! 


On an elegant Villa near Bath. 


HE vap'riſh Fair, whoſe chariots roll 

On Avon's bank, with each pert Miſs, 
Struck with the fight, cry, Bleſs my ſoul ! 
* Whoſe charming little place is this ?. 


Thus, view'd without, you deem this pile 
A little box or cottage neat ; 
But enter in, you change your ſtyle ; 
There all is ſplendid—all is great . 
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On ſome exquiſite N eedlework, by Mrs. B——, 


Seu pingebat ace, ſeires a Pallade doSam. Ovip. Met. 


O good Queen Anne's from great Eliza's days, 
Each Britiſh Fair made houſewif ry her praiſe, 
. Daily ſhe ply'd the needle or the loom, 
Gave animals their form or flow'rs their bloom. 
In every manſion ſtately beds were ſeen, 
The fabled hangings or hiftoric ſcreen: 
Her mother's works each nymph with pride furvey'd, 
And equal fill ſueceſſve nymphs diſplay'd. 
Pallas on well-meant toils vouchſaf d to ſmile, 
And virtuous induſtry adorn'd our Ifle. 

But ah! how fall'n ! what revolutions ſtrange 
Virtue now ſaw, and wept th' inglorious change ; 
Her vot'ries Pallas view'd with indignation, 

In folly ſank, and endleſs diſſipation. 
Illicit joys each female heart engage; 
Routs, cards, intrigues—the bus'neſs of the age. 

Provok'd ſhe flew to Taunton's diſtant vale, 
Where myrtles bloom, and flow'rs their ſweets exhale : = 
10 There 


/ 
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There ſought in Heſtercomb's Arcadian groves, 

Amid her falling rills, where B-f—4 roves ; 

And thus, in wrath, addrefs'd her fav'rite dame: 

Here, take my needle and this ivory frame; 

% PII quit this barb'rous Ile, and wing my flight 

To happier coaſts and regions more polite ; 

4 To Ruſſia's fnows—or the Atlantic ſhore ; 

«« My works ſhall grace Britannia's nymphs no more, 

«© Save what the poor mechanic's labour yields 

« Amidſt th* induſtrious looms of Spittal-fields.” 
She ſpoke ; her web refign'd ; th aftoniſh'd Fair 

Saw her bleſt guardian vaniſh thro' the air. —— 

Thenceſorth Minerva's web fair B- plies, 

And blends with {kill divine the filken dies. 

Her lights and ſhades in nice gradation joins, 

Till in full firength each breathing figure ſhines, 

Her glowing tints ſurpaſs the pencil's art, 

And to her works ſuch life and grace impart, 

You'd ſwear, again the rival artiſts trove, 

And Pallas“ ſelf this radiant texture wove. 


On 
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Painted by C. W. B—mpf-d, Eſq. 


7 H A T pow'r divine the Limner's art diſplays! 
What various ſcenes his plaſtic touch can raiſe ! 
Beneath his magic wand fair proſpects riſe, 
The ſunſhine gilds, or tempeſts cloud the ſkies. 
Methinks I hear tremendous thunders roar, 

And awful roll along the echoing ſhore. 
For ſee ! th' embattled clouds tumultuous claſh ; - 
Whilſt the dread light'ning's momentary flaſh 


Darts o'er the mountain's brow th* electric rays, | 


And on its creſt the kindling ſulphur plays. 
Th' affrighted hind, who guides his loaded car, 
Beholds, amidſt the elemental war, : 
Tho? tam'd by daily toil, the lab'ring horſe 
With terror wild reſume his native force, 
He ftarts ; he rears : impatient of controul, 
He ſhakes his mane; his flaſhing eye-balls roll l. 
Prone to the earth, in cumbrous traces bound,' 
His yoke-mate falls, and flound'ring paws the ground. 


The 
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The lofty aſh, that on the mountain's fides 
| The tim'rous herds beneath its umbrage hides ; 
Its branches torn, convuls'd its trembling roots, 
Scare from their ſhelter the aſtoniſh'd goats. 
The driving fkif, of winds and waves the ſport, 
Attempts, yet dreads to reach, the dang'rous port; 
Whoſe tow'rs, that brav'd the ſtorms for ages paſt; 
Seem now to nod at each tempeſtuous blaſt; 
Or fink amidſt th* accumulated waves C 
Whoſe giant force the caſtle's ſummit laves. 
Thus, by the painter's ſkill, we view ſerene, 
From danger free, the horrors of the ſcene. 
In B—mpf—&'s pencil we delighted trace 
Salvator's wildneſs; but with heighten'd grace: 
Hence rocks and waves a pleafing landſxip form; 
We're charm'd with whirlwinds, and enjoy the ſtorm, 


Vor. 1. K 55 To 
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To J. T—yl-r, Eſq; at Bath; 


On his admirable Landſkips. 


UCH are the ſcenes, thro which gay Fancy roves . 

In airy dreams; and ſuch th* enchanted groves 
Which ſacred Poets feign, the bleſt abodes 
Of fawns and dryads, nymphs and demi-gods. 
Landfſkip had long with curious ſearch explor'd 

Each charm that Art, or Nature's views afford, 
To grace her works: hills, rocks, and fylvan bow'rs, 
Flocks, herds, or rural cots ; or diſtant tow'rs, 
Or Gothic piles amidſt the tuſted woods: 
Caſcades, wild cataraQts, and cryſtal floods. 

Their charms exhauſted, T—yl—r figh'd to find 

Unkill'd the vaſt idea in his mind; 
Then ſearch'd imagination's teeming cell, 
Where yet unform'd ten thouſand wonders dwell. 
There the ſublime, the beautiful, the great, 
At Fancy's call in bright aſſemblage meet. 
Drawn thence we view with pleaſure and ſurpriſe 
Freſh objects with celeſtial ſplendor riſe : - 
'9 


In all the luſtre of primzvil charms :' 
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Whilſt Taſfe and Spirit animate the whole, 


And with their pow'rful charms tranſport the ſoul. 
From Nature, Art, and Fancy's richeſt ftore, 
Thus T—yl—:r forms a — beſore. 

10 OR, 177. 


On Mr. Gainſborough; 


Equally excellent in Landſtip and Portraits. 


RAWN by the magic power of light and ſhade, 
To Gainſborough's ill be this flight tribute paid. 
To charm the ſoul with equal force conſpire 
The Painter's genius and the Poet's fire. 
When Milton fings of Angels bold in fight, | 
Or blooming Cherubs half-diſolv'd in light ; 

Or leads his Eve to Adam's longing arms, 


Fir'd with the ſong, thro Eden's bliſsful groves, 

With the firſt pair th* enraptur d fancy roves. 

'Midft cryſtal founts or n bow'rs, 

Ambrofial fruits, and ever-blooming flowers, 

We trace each ſtep by various paſſions tolt, 

And quit with tears the Paradi/e they of. 
K 2 
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Like that bleſt pair, by Gainſb'rough”s pencil drawn, 
Here each fond couple treads the flow'ry lawn 34110 
Or ſun-burnt heroes ſhine in mimic arms, | 

Or beauties glow in never-fading charms. | 

Each eye the animated features ſtrike ; 

Even lovers pleas'd, confeſs the portrait like. 

But when the landſkips various charms we trace, 
Where Nature's ſelf appears with heighten'd grace; 
There fylvan ſcenes preſent the opening glade, 

'Th' enamel'd lawn or cool ſequeſter'd ſhade ; 

The ruddy dawn there gilds the diſtant tow'r ; 

There the ſmooth lake reflects the purple flower. 

In filent wonder fix d, with joy ſerene, 

The mind ſurveys th* imaginary ſcene ; 
And owns the pleaſing cheat fo well ſuſtain'd; 
Each landſkip ſeems a Paradiſe regain's. 


® Several gentlemen and ladies drawn in that tale. 
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On another Limner at Bath. 
An Expoſtulation. 


« CAY, thou that deign'ſt in panegyric lays, 

« And rapturous notes the graphic Art to praiſe, 

„ Why ſhares not Hoar thy tributary rain !” 

(Methinks I hear Italia's ſelf complain) 

© Whoſe glowing tints, with every grace replete, 

ce r 8 
* Whoſe pencil Pitt and Pelham have approv'd ; 

« Nay, Pope has dignified, and Allen lov'd * 
Thy cenſure's juſt. —To praiſe the Artiſt's hand, 

Might Pope himſelf or Dryden's Muſe demand. 

Yet, ſure, to celebrate a fingle Art, 

Where ev'ry lib'ral Science claims a part : 

To praiſe the Limner, where we might commend 

The worthy man, the ſcholar or the friend: | 

Sach panegyric might a ſatire prove; 

Praiſe may be ſpar'd, where we eſteem and love. 


K3 On 
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On the Biſhop of Cloyne's ® Siris. 1744» 
ol ey ſabje& Berkleyt reats 


With elegance and eaſe; 
Tar breathes forth aromatic ſweets, 


And metaphyſics pleaſe. 


| Tho” humbly firſt the ſage explores 

The virtues of the pine, 

To loſtieſt themes he gently ſoars, 
Phyfician and Divine ! 


Here batter'd rakes for taint or gout 

A ſure balſamic find ; 

Here Sophs may learn what Plato thought 
Of the eternal Mind. 


Henceforth let none the lawn decry, 

I Berkley's pious care 
Teach wits to own a Trinity, 
And beaux to reliſh Tar. 


* Or chain of arguments in which, from inveſtigating the ſubtle fire, 
to which the virtues of Tar are aſcribed, the Biſhop aſcends to the 
Platonic notion of the Supreme Being Mind—and vivifying Spirit, 


&c, } 
The 
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The Chriſtian Heroes. 


HAT time th' unbounded licence of the preſs, 
Or zeal for Truth, indulg'd to an exceſs, 
Had rous'd each hardy Wit, with frantic rage, 
Againft the Truth unnat'ral war to wage; 
Toland and Tyndal +, with their deſp'rate crew, 
Forth to the field their miſcreant legions drew. — 
The impious Wolſton 1 join'd th' apoſtate clan, 
And Mandeville 5, abhor'd by God and man. 
By force or fraud they ſtrove to gain their ends ; 
Some arm'd as foes, and ſome diſguis'd as friends, 
In reas'ning weak, i in ſelf- opinion ſtrong, 
Tho? oft repuls'd, the war they ſtill prolong. 
Their ſcatter'd pow'rs then B-lingbroke unites z 
The champion of the cauſe, their battles fights ; 


2 He wrote © Chriſtianity not myſterious,” Amyntor, &c. 
+ * Chriſtianity as old as the creation.“ 

2 Ridiculed the miracles of Chriſt. 

{ Ridiculed moral virtue. 
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And proudly, like Goliah too in“ ſize, 
«© The armies of the living God + defies.” 
Yet many a champion for the truth aroſe, 
Who reaſon's power to ſophiſtry oppoſe. 
Firſt Locke and Jenkins, learned chiefs, appear ; 
And Bentley hurls with force his claſſic ſpear. 
To guard the truth next Clarke his forces bends, 
Whilſt demonſtration every ſtep attends. 
See ! Conybear his logic weapons wield ; 
And honeſt Leland lifts his ſeven-fold ſhield 1 
Yet ſtill each Hydra-head lopt off revives ; 
Beneath each ſtroke the mangled carcaſe thrives, 
Alike with genius and with learning bleſt, 
In poliſh'd arms diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, 
At length th' illuſtrious W—burton aroſe, 
And turn'd their own f artillery on his foes. 
With equal force and ſkill maintain'd the fight, 
And drag'd each Kulking ſophiſt $ into light, 


® Five vols 4to. 

+ Denies his moral attributes, 
1 The omilfion of . high antiquity of Faypt 
I Mandeville, Morgan, &c. 
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From rank to rank with active zeal he flew, 
And each deciſive ſtroke a * ſceptic flew. 
Whilſt others with inferior ſxill diſpenſe 
Some partial weapons for the Truth's defence : 
His works a magazine of arms ſupply z 
The Chriſtian chief”s celeſtial + panoply 
Of s heayenly proof” this ſhield the bolts of hell 
And all its fiery javelins ſhall repell. . 
Error no more ſhall bear the dazzling light; 
But fly for eyer to che realms of night. 
Tho” ſceptics bold or bigots blind ail, 
Their ineffeQual efforts ſtill ſhall fail, | 
And Truth, in native charms, : at length prevail. 


1 Though every one is not a judge of the Biſhop's whole ſcheme, every 
one muſt own that he has refuted the Sceptics and Infidels, with equal 
force and conciſeneſs. 


7 Alluding to the armour of Achilles and AZneas. 


On 
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* 


On Sir William Blackſtone's | Commentaries 
on the Laws of England. 


ESAR of old in Commentaries wrote, 
Battles with lawleſs French barbarians fought. 
In Blackſtone's Commentaries are contain d 
Conqueſts o'er rude barbarian /aw-French gain'd : 
Yet diff rent fates their future lives have found, 

See one aſſaſlin'd ! one with honours crown'd ! 

The old Dictator, in ambition's cauſe, 

Fell a juſt victim to the injur'd laws. 

'Blackftone, whoſe works our rugged laws explain, 
Will here perpetual didater reign. 


ENCOMIAS TIC. 


On two -honoured Friends. 


Ni utile e quod facimus, flulta oft gloria. Pruzv. 
WO honour'd Friends my life can boaſt : 
Which ſhould I love or value moſt ? 
Each bleſt with taſte and ſhining parts; 
Each learned, and each vers'd in arts. 
Sh—nſtone, retir'd, his Muſe enjoy'd : 
Bl—kſtone, more uſcfully employ'd, 
His genius and his toils we find 
A public bleſſing to mankind. 
Hence one, tho' lov'd, dies unregarded ; 
His Muſe with fame alone rewarded. 
The other, by the juſteſt claim, 
Lives, crown'd with honour, wealth, and fame. 


To 


2 ENCOMIASTIC. 


To William Melmoth, Eſq; 
on dis Tranſlation of Pliny. - 


HO! juftly rank'd the Claffic wits among, 


His language hardly fpeaks th Auguſtan age. 
Like Tully good, yet Critics ſtill require 


The nameleſs charm which Tully's friends admire : J | 


And taught by Melmoth, pedants muſt confeſs, 
He ſhines more perfect in his Engliſh dreſs. 


WS when men of taſte ſhall chance to name 


Each Britiſh Author of diſtinguiſh'd fame ; 
Amongſt our Claſſics Pliny ſhall be one, 
High in the lit—with Swift and Addiſon, 


Great Pliny charms us in his native tongue : 
Tho! ſenſe and candour breathe thro? ev'ry page— 


On 
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On Tully's Head, in Pall-Mall. 
To Mr. Robert Dodlley ®, 1756. 
HE RE Tully's buſt and honour'd name 
Point out the well-wrought page, 


There Dodſley con ſecrates to fame 
The Claſſics of his age. 


In vain the Poets from their mine 
Extract the ſhining maſs, 

Till Dodfley's mint has ftamp'd the coin 

And bid the ſterling paſs. 


Yet he, I ween, in Cæſar's days 
A nobler fate had found : 

Dodſley himſelf with verdant bays 
Had been by Cæſar crown'd. 


His buſt near Tully's had been plac'd, 
Himſelf a Claſſic bard ; 

His works Apollo's temple grac'd, 

And met their juſt reward. 


Author of Cleone, Fables, &c, 
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But ſtill, my friend, be virtue, ſenſe, 

And competence thy ſhare ! 
And think each boon, that courts diſpenſe, 


Beneath a Poet's care. 


Perſiſt to grace this humbler poſt ; 
Be Tully's head the fign: 

Till future Bookſellers ſhall boaft 
To vend their tomes at thine. 


/ 


A Character of Rofcius : From Cicero. 


OSCIUS, with ev'ry ſhining talent born, 
Such art, and ſuch dramatic powers adorn ; 


He ſeems alone the Genius of the age, 
Form'd to advance the glory of the Stage. 


Yet ſuch ſtrict virtue, with fuch decent care, 


His conduct regulates, that all declare 
(So far his morals our reſpect engage) 


That he alone—ought nor ta tread the ſtage, 


To 
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To David G-rr-ck, Eſq. 
Impromptu. 


THO” ſmall in ſtature, in thy aftion, G-rrick, 
Thou'rt great as Guy, th illuſtrious Earl of War'ick. 


% 


PART 


— — — — —— 


P-A R T IV. 3 


PAR AP HR A8 T 1c. f 


10 


DANIEL M—LTHUS, EAN 
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Fables, Epigrains, &c. imitated chiefly four the 
Greek and Latin Poets. 


The Traveller. 
From A. 


n fa 

Had juſt perform'd the uſual tour : 
A coxcomb of undaunted ſpirit, _ 

Some real, but more fancied merit. 5 

For, to embelliſh his narration, 

And give a life to converſation, 25 
In trifles the ambitious youth — 
Se n buen. 

L 2 In 


4 
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In all his travels, be had been 
Th' important actor in each ſcene : : 
Perform'd ſuch things as 1 or you 
Should ſtartle at; yet might be true. 

« At Rhodes,” ſays he, a leap I made, 
% Which foiPd thoſe wafers of the trade: 
« A leap! which none preſum'd to follow; 
It beat—their fam'd Alcander hollow : 
The thing was never done before— 
<< "Twas full nine yards—or . er more. 
The company began to ſtare; 
Our Traveller of courſe to ſwear; 
And offer'd to bring folks from thence 
(If they would be at the expence) 

Who ſhould on oath atteft the ſame ; 

And vindicate his honeſt fame, 1 
Truce with thy oaths and proteſtations, 

Thy violent afſeverations BS 

To bring the matter to an end, 

(Replies a plain fagacious friend) 

We'll not require ſuch hard conditions 7 

As witneſſes and depoſitions ; > . 


— fikina ie this his nokta. 


_ But 


ARAPHRASTIC. 
PARA. 


. . dn 
to thy word 1 
on — . 
: * again perform 
_ what thou didſt at . — = 
Traveller, dubious of 5 

The f 
Thought kt to drop m _—_ —anky 
Nay ; conſcious he was — be 
Si bluſh'd for once, and he 8 N 
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| * 8 
The Wolf and the Lam 


- 


» $59 * 1 
| one ſultry 
ee chanc'd ” ray 
the 1a: m ay 

Bos — 

By 0 r . 
_ Km far diſtant down e 

1 u 9 
3 who dearly lov'd — 

* I . 5 | 
—_— intent the Lam 8 | 
er- ir, ſtand off! you 5 

ee ſtream ſo, there's no drinkin 
4e r K 8 


-PARAPHRASTIC. 
The harmleſs Lamb with much farpriſe | /- 
Looks up, and trembling thus replies: 0 
«« I can't conceive how that can be; Sir: 
% 'The-ftream runs down from you to me, Sir * 
Fon can't conceive! Come, don't be ſaucy ; 
= let you know, Sir, — +027 ney 
* Befides, you mutter -d ſo and fo, | 
«« Bebind my back, fr months ago.. 
% Upon my word, Sir, you miſtake : | 
« (But don't be angry, for Heaven's ſake) 
I never could have ſuch intention: 
« Nor was I Boers, the time you mention.” 
The Wolf, by force of truth repellPa, 
With ſhame and anger foam'd and ſwell'd ; 
« It was your Father then,” cries he ** 
«« And that you know *s the fame to me. 
He faid, and ſeiz'd the helpleſs victim, 
And eee g. 


A 
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-PARAPHRAS TIC. 


When he ſpeaks truth, no crodi bis. 
A Wolf; the terror of the flocks, 
Of thievery accus'd the Fox. | 
Reynard, renown'd for tricks and lies, 
With confidence the fact denies. - | 
| Each makes a plauſible oration ; 
Inſiſting much on reputation: 
On Reynard's guilt the Wolf at large 
Harangues ; the Fox eludes the charge. 


An Ape, deep-read in foreſt laws, 
Is Judge; and thus decides the cauſe. 


That Igrim here has loſt his chink. 
And yet I gueſs, upon the whole, 
«« That you, wy friend Sir Reyna, . 
PW (Far Foxes, ſome folks fay, ai lie) | 
What you (o ſpeciouſly deny.” 
This ſentence yielded no ſmall ſport ; 
3 
* vs L4 


«© You're both ſuch rogues, I hardly think - 


* 
1 c 
. = - * 
= 
* 
„ 
- 


The 
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The Wolf and the Matti 


, 
Phed. B. III. Fab. 5. #4. vt 
+. þ} a&* 14 38 4&6 5 & La * F 1 £ 8 
0 * 
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Walf, that long hed rang's tha weed, 
A ſtranger to the taſte of food, * 
Meets an old houſe · dog, ſleek and fat; 
Each known to each, they ſtop and chat. 
Lord !” ſays the Wolf, ©* how fe you're grow 

1% Is that round belly all your on? 
„ Pray, OS e er, fa OL " 
I wiſh you'd give me your receipt: * 
«© For, not to under- rate your merit, 
** I think, my friend, I don't want ſpirit 
„To attack the for, by day or night, 1 
« And yet you ſee my wretched plight.” _ 
„Why,“ quoth the Dog, with conſcious air, 
My place requires a world of care. 
If you defire to ſerve the great, 
*« Faith! you muſt work, as well as eat. 


* Preferments are not given for nought ; . 
But by ſome uſeful ſervics bought.“ TOY 
4 + ; W. What 
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W. ( What ſervice then would be expetted ? 
* No honeſt terms ſhould be rejected. 
D. 0 Why. you muſt guard che cos by night; 
** Bark at the thieves ; the beggars frig 
W. Oh! ee eee eee 
„ Who'd wiſh thro' rain and ſnow to range, 
«« That ſnug and warm could take his pleaſure, 
% And fill his belly at his leiſure ?? 

«© Well, then,” quoth Snap, PERS Urn. 
ge Let us with gentle trot proceed.” | 
| When lo! the Wolf's too curious eye 
Chanc'd the poor Maſtiff's neck to ſpy, 

Gall'd with a chain beneath the ear : 
cc Aha!“ cries he, what have we here ? 
Nothing,“ ſays Snap, and turn'd afide— 
« Nay, let's know all,” the Wolf reply'd. 
% Why, as Pm pretty fierce, you know, 
«« They-chain me up by day—or ſo: 
oh (My Maſter's whim 2 I can't refuſe it ; 
«© There's nothing in' t—indeed 1 chooſe it * ? 
For as Pm uſeleſs, while tis light, 
I fleep by day, and watch by night : 
„% When night comes on, my chain's unbound, 
And thus I rove the country round. 
3 2 0 
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c« At table by my Matters ide: 


40 The tervasts tos me bones half-pick'd ; 
% And oh! what plates of ſauce ve neck d! 
But come 3 hat now f you lag behind 


2 As for my meat, Fm well ſfopply'd | 


PAR APHRASTI * . 


So 


W. . Why, faith, I think, Pre chang'd my mind; 


„I don't wack like that curſed chain: 


3 vu ver go range the woods again :— 
: 18 Enjoy your ſcraps; for I'd not be 


„A King without my liberty. 
hand —_—— o ; 
4 * p E. -2 — „ 
f — , 
f : . — „ 
m ” %..* = 


" Inicated. 


HRS <- 
— > 4 ot FY 


From Martial. B. 0 "Ape 5b 


. | To W. D. junior, Ela · 1 3 


A 


F Politics will give you time 
To liſten to a man of rhyme, 


' Young Senator, oh! condeſcend 
To bear the wiſhes of your friend... 


Give me, ye Gods, a ſnug retreat ; 
On wy own land a little ſeat: 


= 
3 


. 
— 


Where 
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And be a foven * if I pleaſe; 

And undiſturb'd by weightier cares, 
Calmly purſue my ſmall affairs. | 
Would bear the curſed town expences ; 
To wait ſome great man's diſtant call, 
Stand ſhivering in his marble-hall? | 
Or join eack day the cringing bevy | 
Of ſycophants that haunt his levee ; 
Who freely, wich his dog and gun. 


Where I may live in health and ee, 


A 
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Thro* his own, woods and meads can run: : 255 | 


And fill his hawking-bag with game; 
(And every day can do the ſame) | | 
Or ſee the trout, ſo freſh and fine, 


„ 


Dance pendant from his trembling line ? 5 1 


Then from his earthen jar can ſpread | 
The golden honey on his bread ; 


' Whilſt Theſtylis prepares to dreſs | T0 


His little, wholeſome, upbought meſs 
(Spreading a clean, tho? home-ſpun cloth) 
Of fowl, or eggs, or ſavoury broth. 


© Sordida otia. 


- - 
1 
= Li 
* 
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May this hleſt life ne' er be his fate 
Who loves me not or whom I hate: 
| But let him, in the full enjoyment 
Of every raſcally employment, 1 
In ® powder'd wig and plaited ſhirt. 
oe ee eee 


2 


Book U. Ep 5 2 oh 


H vou, dear Tom, I'd often ſpend the day, 
And laugh, and chat, and trifle life away. 
But ten long miles, you know, divide us twain : 
Thoſe ten make twenty, 1 meaſur'd back again. bo 

Then o'er the Downs with patience ſhould I come, 
1 You're always out or, if you are at home, 3 


* You're buſy ; or wrapt up in rhyme and metre, 
Or with your child ,—that entertaining creature ! 
In ſhort, to ſee my f friend ten miles I'd go: 
e never do. 


PARAPHRASTIC. 


B. II. Ep. 11. 


What means that flow and ſolemn pace, 
That cloudy look and ruefil face? 

Why ſtarts he thus, and ſmites his breaft, 
Like one with ſecret grief oppreſt ? 
Prone to the earth his drooping head ! 
Why, ſare, his wife or child is dead. 
No, Sir; for aught that I can tell. 
Frank's wife and children all are well. 


And Heaven vouchſaſe their lives to ſpare ! - 


For lovely boys and girls they are; 
As like old Frank as they can ſtare. 
His money's out in proper hands, 
Or well ſecur d, on mortgag'd lands. 
Nor loſs of intereſt or of rent, | 
By bankruptcies, does Frank lament— 


Whence is this grief then, prythee, ay? N 


Why, Sir, Frank dines at home to-day. 


On a ſpunging Fellow. 


HENCE comes it, that old Frank we fee 
Haunting the Mall, thus, after three ? 
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Advice 


Advice to a Country Parſon, in the Manner 
of * 


B. II. By. 53. 


ARSON tis falſe z I'll neer believe 

With liberty you wwif+ to live: 

You hug your chains, and cut your jokes 

On us poor independent folks, — 

But would you then indeed be free? 

Come, I'll preſcribe—without a fee, - 
Firſt then tis plain you love to eat; 

And haunt the tables of the great. 

Lou ſhun the man and think him poor, 


4 
That cannot give you “ four and four,” 


Indeed, my friend, this muſt not be; 
A paraſite can ne'er be free. 

Next, Doctor, you muſt drink no wine. 
P. Why ſo? Saint Paul, that great Divine, 
Says, « drink a little”—P. That's not the queſtion : 
You can't afford it. P. But for digeſtion— 

F. A glaſs of Cyder or old Mead, 

Or even mild Ale may do the deed. 3 
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Then you're a Captain in your dreſs ; 
A good black frize would coſt you leſs, 
And look more venerable too, 
Than that grey cloth—which I call blue. 
Talk what you pleaſe, you'll ne'er be free, 
If you deſpiſe economy. , 
Perhaps too, you may think a wife 
Amongſt the requiſites of life. 
Why take ſome healthy farmer's daughter, 
Some Blowſelind—nay ſpare your laughter— 
She'll mend your ſhirts ; inſpeR your hrewing ; - 
A Lady, Sir, would be your ruin. 
Your Parſonage-houſe, I own, is mean : 
But ſee that fragrant jeſſamine! - 
See ! how that woodbine round the door 
And lattice blooms !—what would you more? 
Oh! Doctor, could; you but deſpiſe 
| Life's pompous ſuperfluities : : © 
Could you but learn to live content 
With what indulgent Heaven has ſent: 2: 
| Whate'er your lot, you'd live more free 1 v9? 
Than any Prince—in Germany, > 


* 
by 
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The Impertinent Poet ®. 


. III. Ep. 44 


O U often wonder, what the Devil 

Can make the Town ſo damn'd uncivil — 
With what indifference they treat you 
There's not a ſoul that cares to meet you. 
Where'er you come, what conſternation ! 

What univerſal deſolation! 

ut for the cauſe—why, muſt you know it? 
T'll tell you; you're too great a Poet. 
And that's a thing true Britons fear, 
More than a tyger, or a bear. 
Your Man of Senſe, of all God's curls; 
Dreads nothing like repeating verſes, 
And really, Tom, you're paſt all bearing; 
You'd tire a Dutchman out, with hearing. 
One muſt ſubmit ; there's no contending— 
You keep one ſitting ; keep one ſtanding 
Got looſe, with more than decent ſpeed 
I tradge away—yet you proceed 


* Printed in Fielding's Champion, 1743. 
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Go where one will, there's no retreat; 
| You're at it ſtill, repeat, repeat. 
I fly to“ Nando's z—you are there, 
Still thundering Diftichs in one's ear: 


Thence to the Park—yet you're as age 


The Ladies think you drunk or mad. 
But come ; *tis late ; at three we dine— 
You ſtop one with 4 charming line ! 
Now down we fit—but lo! repeating 


Is greater joy to you than eating. 

Quite tir'd, I nod, and try to doſe— 

In vain—you've murder'd all repoſe— 

But prithee, Tom, repent in time 

You ſee the ſad effects of rhyme, 

(And check this humour if you can) 

That ſuch an honeſt, worthy man, 

With ſo much ſenſe, and ſuch good-nature, 
Shou'd be ſo terrible a creature +. 


* Coffee-houſe, near Temple-bar. 
» + Fir juftus, probus, innocens==timeriss 
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Love 
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Love and Ref ben. 


B. U. Ep. 85. 


ES; I ſubmit, my Lord: you ve gain'd your end;; 

| I'm now your flare, that would have been your friend. 
I'll bow; Pll cringe; be ſupple as your glove; 
ReſpeR, adore you—ev'ry thing but love. 


Eſuritar Tuccius. 
B. Hr. Ep. 14. 
Yorkſhire "quire, an Epicure well known, 


i 2225957 
Ser forth to ſpend bis winger manths in Town ; 
But heard the deviliſh price of beef and pork ; 


Stop'd ſhort at Highgate, and return'd to York, 


. 4 
.4 b 


Emaciry. | 
B, VII. Ep. 97. 
HERE'ER a. bargain' to be had, | 
Whilſt Dick buys pictures good and bad ; 


He finds at length his money fail, 
And of his bargains makes a ſale, 


PARAPHRAS9STIC. 
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B. VII. Ep. 19. 


H“ ay he's por; in hopes yon If fay he's not ; 
But take his; word for't, Hal's not worth a groat. 


 J 


Imitated. 


F OUR foup you call—asd really „ee rer. 
Your houl&'# cog call, IF ] 


To an aged old Lady 


OU ſay you're old, in hopes we'll fay you 're e young ; 


But *tis your face we credit, not your tongue, 


To the 34 $44 : * 
B. I. Ep. 1. 

"HO! Papa and Mamma, my dear, 
So prettily you call; 


Yet you methinks yourſelf appear 
The Grand-mamma of all. 


M 2 VUnmerited 
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Unmerited Scandal. 
B. I. Bp. 29.—literally. tranſlated. - 


ay 1 
Now 


O laft night's wine you ſay Acerra ftinks': 3 
'Tis falſe ; till morning ſtill Acerra drinks. 


B. I. Ep. 47. 


Ass, who late, tho? void of Kill, 

Profeſs'd the healing art; 

Now acts, in league with Pluto till, . 
The Undertaker's part, 


The Doftar's praftice, tending more 
To laughter, than to fave, 
Is now the ſame, as was before, 

To ſend folks to their grave. 


From the Greek of N icarchus, 


ELSUS nor gave me purge nor clyſter, 
Nor felt my pulſe, nor order'd bliſter: 
But being ill, I chanc'd to hear 
The Doctor's name—and died for fear, , 


On 
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On a bad Singer. From Lucilius. 
WE ſcreech-owls ſcream, their note portenda 

_ To frighted mortals death of friends : | 
But when Corvino firains his throat, 

Even ſcreech-owls ficken at the note. 


A pifering An 
From Callicerus. | 


Cu takes of by dint of Kill 
Each bodily diſaſter : 

But rakes 6 * 
Your n a RY 


* I -5*405: 


F rom Callias of Argos. 


Brute made art at delt; but mad wich wine, 
| The rage of tygers is leſs fierce than thine. Th 
Wine but diſplays the baſeneſs of thy heart; 
Not makes thee bad—but ſhews thee as thou art. 


M . From 
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8 Pedra Ralk'd, around his haue. 
The jealous Miſer ſpied a mouſe :. 

6% How now,” cries he, what doſt thou here? 
«« Sir,” ſays the Mouſe, << diſmiſs your fear : 

«© We come not with the hopes of food 
« Amidſt this \dreary ſolitude ; | 
«© Nor care how well your larder's tor d 
oy Wo ects nn wm.” 


e 15 _ 
2.14 x 
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From Owen's Epigrams. 


' 


8 Doctor l ſporting with gur lives t 
And, by our follies fed, the Lawyer thrives. 


 Soloa's, Cure. for Grięf. 
IS lot bewailing with unmanly tears, 25 
A friend, by this device, wiſe Solon cheers: 
He 52. him up to Athens” utmoſt heighit, © 
And, . From this tower,” ſays he, ** direct your fight 
On all the numerous buildings there below; 
« And now reflect, what various ſcenes of woe, 


” 

* e ee, F ? / a 
| AT 1 
* - . 7 


10 


66 Beneath 
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«© Beneath thoſe roofs each mortal, more or leſs, 
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% Have long, do now, and ever will oppreſs. 
«© Then learn, my friend; with decency to bear 


«© Thoſe common ills, which all mankind muft hare.” 


From the Greek. Anonymous. 


N youth, by cheerlefs Poverty oppreſ d; 
By Fortune's flattering ſmiles in age careſs'd ; 
I ſure was doom'd of all mankind alone 
To live, to all the joys of life unknown. 
Without the means, when young and bleſt with health; 
When paſt enjoyment, tantaliz'd with wealth. 


From Julian. 
OR wealth, ye thieves, ſome Nabob's houſe explore ; 
> Whilſt Poverty, beſt guard! defends my door. 


From Callimachus. 


7 FTH ficred Nuinbers blefk, here Saon les; 
For think not, reader, that the good man dies. 


— „ From 


18 PARAPHRASTIC. 


- "IT. . 


"OE: ** Again Ill make the God of War my prize.” 


From Anacreon. 
N hero bold in war here finds a grave : 
For Mars the coward ſpares—and ſmites the brave. 


From Martial. 
B. I. Ep. 14. 


Hus to her much- low d virtuous lord, 
Wich tender grief oppreſt, 
Chaſte Arria ſaid, and gave the ſword 
Drawn reeking from her breaſt: 
% Believe me, Peetus, void of pain 
« Noe found the pointed fteel: _ 
„% But ah! the wound which 50 ſuſtain, 
% That wound I doubly feel.” 


| Vulcan 1 Miſtaken. 


- From the Latin of Chriſtopher Anſty, Eſq; on i the Mar- ; 
riage of the Princeſs of Brunſwick. 


HEN Vulcan ſaw the fair Auguſta led 
In all her charms to Brunſwick's bridal bed; 
My nets prepare !?? (the jealous artiſt cries) | 
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Ah! check thy rage; nor violate thoſe loves 
Which Hymen ratifies and Jove approves — 
Nor Mars nor Venus, deem this royal pair : 
Leſs brave was Mars—nor Venus half fo fair. 
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On Henrietta de Coligny. 
From the Latin of Bouhours. 


! ſay, what goddeſs glitters o'er the green? 
> Juno, Minerva, or the Cyprian Queen ? 
Her rank beſpeaks the ſtately wife of Jove ; 
Pallas her wit z her eyes the Queen of Love. 


The Rival Beauties. 
From Rufinus. 


HRE E lovely Nymphs, contending for the prize, 
Diſplay'd their charms before my critic eyes. 

Superior beauties heighten'd-every grace, 

And ſeem'd to mark them of celeſtial race: 

But I, who, bleſs'd like Paris, fear'd his fall, 

Swore each a Venus was—and pleas'd them all. 


From 


wo PARAPHRASTIC. 


From the Greek. 
_ Literally tranſlated. 


F Love and Bacchus nerve-relaxing, 
T.c frequently, no doubt, 
1s born that nerve-relaxing offspring, 


The toe-tormenting Gout. 


The Prayer of a wife Heathen. A 


„ FRREAT Jove! this one petition grant: 
* (Thou knoweſt beſt, what mortals want.) 
« Aſx'd or unaſk'd, what's good ſupply : 
« What's evil—to our prayers deny.” 
An Altar to Vanity. 
Imitated from the Greek of Meleager the Anthologiſt. 


HERE Cotſwold's verdant hills, for flocks renown'd, 
join E'ſham's vale, by ſmiling Ceres crown'd ; 

And many a village fair the traveller ſees 
Lifk its ſharp ſpire amidſt the tufted trees ; 


A ſeribbling 
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A ſeribbling wight, like Caſſius chin and ſpare, 
Sobrius y-clep'd, firſt drew the vital air. 
His anceſtors, from Charles's s hapleſs reign, 
As petty lords, poſleſs'd a ſmall domain. 
On lfis' banks, where Chichley' s turrets riſe, 
(Long fam'd for arts, for ſages learn'd and wiſe) 
This humble Bard firſt learn'd to tune his lyre : 
Tho! tame his Muſe, and void of native fire, 
She cheer'd his vacant hours; and Heav'n has (hill 
Form'd readers, ſaited to each grey- gooſe quill. 
»Midſt Cl—n woods, near Bath's ſalubrious ſprings, 
He taught his flock what peace fair Virtue brings. 
From Youth to Age Love Progreſs he explain'd ; ; 
And thoughtleſs Youth to + . Love of Ora train d. 
In quaint t Feftoon arrang d each pointed ſtrain; 
And Geoff Wildgooſe iſſued from his brain. | 
As thoſe whom none regards yet boldly crawl. 
Their names obſcure with charcoal on the wall : 
'Mongft Grubſtreet Bards, thus ftudious of a name, 
He gives himſelf this feeble lift to fame ! 
Whilſt George and Charlotte on the Muſes ſmile, 
And Peace and Plenty bleſs the Britiſh Iſle, 
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On ſome Birds fed daily at ** Window | in an 
hard F roſt. 


From the Latin of w. D. Ech. 


O pleaſing chat now tea and toaſt give place: 
When ſcatter'd crumbs invite the feather'd race. 
For ſee! the lawn with ſnowy cryſtal ſhines, 
And worms and grubs, their wonted food, confines. 
His chearful note no more the Red- breaſt ſings, 
Whilſt piercing air contracts his drooping CP: 
Yet to the hoſpitable ſaſh he flies, 
And buſily th' allotted forage-plies ; | 25 
Hops to and fro, a conſtant happy gueſt, | 


Nor fears to pick the fragments of the feaſt. 

| Yet wars enſue, whilſt ſome oppreſſive wight 
From weaker numbers claims excluſive right, | . 
And hungry rivals urge the angry fight. 

The wanton Sparrow ſeeks her amorous ow: 
Who eager flies to ſhare the genial treat. 

See Delia pleas'd the exulting tribe careſs, 
And with ſoft hand th' elaſtic plumage preſs! 

* All-daring hunger and heart-chilling cold 
Thus — the wild; thus make the coward bold. 
* Najlongrcg 2vaynn » Gr, Ep, © Imperioſa Fames,” 


An 
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* 


An Ode. 


Written at che Grand Chartreuſe, in the Mountains of 
Dauphine. 


From the Latin of Mr. Gray. 


Whate'er thy name (for ſure we trace 
Amidſt theſe mountains wild, and darkſome woods, 
Theſe broken rocks, and daſhing floods, 
A Pow'r divine more viſibly diſplay'd, 
Than if, beneath the Myrtle's ſhade, 
Form'd by the Sculptor's dedal hand, 
We ſaw enſhrin'd the breathing image ſtand) 
All hail! and hear a roving youth, 
Who prays with undiſſembled truth, 
f Within the dark Carthuſian cell, 
At peace, amidſt theſe ſolemn ſcenes to dwell. 


But if the Fates his youth exclude 
From ſilence and from ſolitude, 
Drawn back reluctant to the noiſe and ſtrife, 


The troubled waves of public life: 
Vet, 


H OU aweful Genius of the place! 


* 
1 © 
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Vet, let his ardent vows at length prevail: 

And hid in ſome ſequeſter'd dale, 

Amidſt cool ſhades and opening flow'rs, 
Grant him to ſpend in age his penſive hours, 

Safe from the baſe, malignant crowd, 
The vain, the vulgar, and the loud 
There let the evening of his day 
In eaſe and freedom gently glide away. 


PART 


PAR F Yo 


A MOROU Ss. 


TO 


WALTER-JAMES JAMES, tg 


"= — — r — — 


— Io _ 


P AR T V. 


A M O R O U S. 


— — — — 


The Progreſs of * 


IN TRLER CANTOS., 4 


OMEN INTELLECT: 


Y i itt Ain ununenl” 4s 


3 


UN — | 
SANTOS: 
RO wh not, _ Nymph, when you ſurpriſe 


3 Fix'd 


F 


Vor, I. 
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Fix'd on that face, which none can ſee, 
And not with wonder gaze, like me. 

- © Julia! form'd to be admir'd ; 
Frown not, when, thus with rapture fir'd, 
catch the accents from your tongue; 
{Mellifuous as the Linnet's ſong: * 
Profanely languiſhing for charms, * | 
Sacred to Por lov'd Strephon's arms. 
Tis not a tribute to fine ſenſe, 
Tho* much thoſe ruby lips diſpenſe 3 
is not the ſplendor which attends 
And dignifies kind Fortune's friends ; 
Nor deference to your rank and ſtation ; 
(Which ſometimes bribes the imagination) 
No; *tis your ſex this homage claims: 
Tis Beauty ſtill my breaſt inflamgs. 
- Tho,, ſtealing on with filent pace, 
The hand of Time has mark'd my face; 
Tho wrinkles imitate a frown, 
. And ſilver locks my temples crown; 
Old as I'm grown, and long deſpair 
Of ſmiles or favours from the Fair; 3 


His gentle ſway Love yet maintains, 
Yet lingers in my fliffening veins. 
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Think not in barbarous climes alone, 
The genuine force of Love is known 3 
Where, unreſtrain'd by fear or ſhame, 
The nymphs and ſwains indulge the flame : 
Through all the tribes of haman kind, 
(Tho? by more decent rules refin'd) 
See Nature every breaſt inſpire 
With ſparks of this celeſtial fire; 
Which burns, with unremitting rage, 
From earlieſt infancy to age ; 
Controuls us with coercive laws, 
And ſex to ſex attractive draws ! 

When vernal ſuns now wake the flow'rs, 
And, ſmiling, from her myrtle bow'rs, 
Mild Zephyrus gay Flora leads, 
And lambs are ſporting in the meads: | 
Whilft the ſweet Linnet and the Thruſh — 
Warble their loves on every buſh: 
See ! from the Nurſery's gloomy fire, 
In ſcarlet veſt, the infant *Squire 
With ſiſters and their play-mates fair, 
Ventures to breathe the balmy air. 
By inſtin& led, he longs to rove 
With ſome young Sylvia thro the grove 
N 2 
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Beneath the laurel's darkſome ſhade, 
Eloping from th' attendant Maid, 

(For Molly too is penſive grown, 

Indulging wiſhes of her own,) 

The little Pair cloſe-neftling gets; 

Picks primroſes and violets. 

Like Dido and her Trojan Spark, 

Fond to retire to grottoes dark; 

Or ſeated on the fragrant graſs, 

Our pigmy hero and his laſs, 

Are pleas'd, tho' yet they know not why, 

With ſolitude and ſecrecy. 

He longs from ſywpathizing Miſs, 

He longs—but fears to ſteal a kiſs. 

Each feels the new-born, latent fire, 

Tho' bluſhes ſtifle young Deſire. 

Thus, early; Love ſoft hints imparts, 

Thus flutters round e'en infant hearts. 
When, now a School-boy tall become, 

He ſpends the feſtive tide at home, 

Midſt female Couſins, all the day, 

He romps, or chats, or reads a play : 

In viſits helps to form the ring, 

A ftaring; half-form'd, forward thing: 
7 9 
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Attends them in their evening walk, 
With gambols gay or amorous talk. 
Catches each look, each artleſs ſmile ; 
Or hands the Ladies o'er the tile. 
Officious, as a ſpaniel dog, 


Picks up a glove, or ties a clog, 
By Nature's ſelf thus taught to try 
The various arts of Gallantry. 

At Supper, oh! how bleſt his fate! 
He fteals a tart from Sylvia's plate; 
Then brings her wine, or plays her cards, 
A touch, a look his toil rewards, 


Whilſt ſuperficial folks admire 
-—_— improvements of the youthful Squire, 
Theſe little Gallantries but prove 
The ſecret force of dawning Love; 


Which, tho' it ſometimes Coxcombs makes, 
vet different ſorms the paſſion takes; 
The rugged temper it reſines; 
Inſpir'd by Love the Blockhead ſhines ; 
The awkward learn to move with eaſe ; 
And flovens, by their dreſs to pleaſe. 
Theſe triumphs of Love's ſoy*reign. Queen, 
Let Cymon tell, and Iphigene 


#* Cymon and Iphigenia, in Dryden and tho | 
N 3 | CANTO 
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Ber ſee ! mature the ſtripling grows; 
His cheeks the bloom of youth diſcloſe. 
The paſſions now their height attain, - 
And Reaſon pleads her cauſe in vain, 
Now in his eye each female face 
Aſſumes inexplicable grace. 
Fair Beauty's charms new joys impart, 
And thrilling rapture ſwells his heart. 
Now dreſs and ſplendid equipage, 


The pomp of life ! his thoughts engage. 


Ridottos, Routs, Plays, brilliant Courts, 

Where er the well-dreſs'd Nymph reſorts ; 
At Bath and every public place, 
He ſhews his faſhionable face. 
To dance, to fence, with graceful yeide 


The ſnorting hunter to beſtride; 


Sale objeR of his mender care 3 


Each feat, in youthful vigour warm, 
He learns, the female heart to charm. 
But, fix'd at length on ſome chaſte Fair, 
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To her each look, each thought inclines, 

For her in ſolitude he pines : 

The echoing hills and vocal grove, 

Are witneſs to his plaintive Love. 

Each ſmooth-rin'd beech may rue his flame, 

Condemn'd to bear his Delia's name. 

The pink and roſe his breaſt adorn ; 

Sweet emblems of her beauties worn ! 

Each ornament, his taſte in dreſs, 

Whate'er his fondneſs may expreſs, 

To pleaſe his Delia is directed: 

And uſeful ſciences neglected. 

Tibullus, Petrarch, Waller's eaſe, 

Thoſe gentler Bards alone can pleaſe, 

That felt, and in ſoft numbers ſtrove 

To paint the pleaſing pangs of Love. 
Yet ſhould ſome rival Youth but ſhare 

A look from this diſtinguiſh'd Fair ; 

Should jealouſy but once ſuggeſt 

He reigns not in his Delia's breaft : 

Should ſhe preſume to frown or chide, 


His paſhon, like the ſtormy tide, 
Raging, 0 erflows cool Reaſon's bounds, | 
And all his ſober ſenſe confounds. 

N 4 
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Some deſperate reſolution's taken 
His books, his friends, his home forſaken j 
Actæon-like, when Dian? drove, 
Wildly amidſt his dogs to rove, 
O'er woods and hills he frantic flies, 
The fox, the hare in vengeance dies, 
Orlando's ſelf leſs havoc made; 
Prime hero ! in the murdering trade. 

For this of old th” advent'rous Knight 
Brav'd death in many an hardy fight. 
In furious tilt diſplay'd his Love, 
In hopes his miſtreſs might approve. 
Or, by her frowns bereav'd of reſt, 
Or baniſh'd by her ſtern beheſt ; 
Abandon'd wealth, and eaſe, and home, 
Thro? woods and foreſts wild to roam: 
Diſdain'd to fleep on beds of down ; 
In tedious abfence bought renown ; 
In diſtant climes new dangers ſought; - 


Fell monſters, dragons, glants fought: 


With bruiſes, wounds, and blood delighted, 


Yet thought his hardſhips well requited, 
Might the his ſervices regard, 
And one kind look his toils reward, 
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Thus Strephon leaves his downy bed; 
Forth to the field the hunter's led; 

Ere Sol has thaw'd the crackling froſt, 
Hills, dales, and diſtant plains are croſt ; 
The fox unkennel'd leads the way; 

And thus through half the live-long day” 
He rides, as if ſome fury drove, 

Fix'd in his fide ® the ſhafts of Love, 

His Delia's favour to obtain, 

And with her ſmiles relieve his pain. 

Yet prg'd by wild caprice to range, 

No change of place his love can change: 
Ere noon impatient he returns, | 
For Delia's fight with ardour burns, 
Then with ambitious hopes repeats 
To Delia all his manly feats; 

For her his glaſs, his food neglected, 
And every vulgar joy rejected: 


His Delia's ſmile, or cruel frown, 


Muſt fix his doom, or raptures crown, 


* ws Hæret lateri lethalis arundb.“ vino. 
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CANTO III. 


ND here the paths of Love divide; 
And bleſt the Mortals that decide 

(Not merely as dull Sophiſts preach) 

As Reaſon, Honour, Juſtice teach: 

Taught to prefer domeſtic blifs 

To the falſe harlot's venal kiſs. 


For, on a miſtreſs or a wife, 


| Depends the happineſs of life. 


Let Hogarth's pencil, + Hoadly's verſe, 
The fate of lawleſs love rehearſe, 
Paint the remorſe, the ſcorpion-ſtings, 
That unreftrain'd indulgence brings : 
The Rake, when ſhort-liv'd pleaſures fail, 
Condemn'd to Bedlam or a Jail. 
Would you be happy then? Be wiſe; 


The road thro*' Hymen's temple lies; 
In virtuous wedlock joys abound, 
Which Libertines have never found. 
If ſhe, for whom your boſom burns, 
Your love with mutual warmth returns : 


® Rake's Progreſs, + Dodſley's Mifcellanies, Vol. 5. 
Your 
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Your heart if not mere beauty warms, 
But Senſe and Virtue crown her charms ; 
And Fortune too befriends the Fair, 
(For Love can ill ſubſiſt on air) 
Ah! ſeize the prize, and live content, 
You'll ne'er of this wiſe choice repent. 

Yet Hymen's ſelf, true ſource of joy, 
Th' experienc'd know in time may cloy, 
If not by prudent care directed, 
If decent forms are once neglected. 
Kind offices muſt now ſupply 
The place of youth and novelty ; 
Let Gallantry ſubſiſt thro? life, 
And as a Lover court your Wife. 
Let her in trifles have her will, 

Yet reign her gentle Sovereign ſtill; 
Should 'Fancy ſometimes lead to roam, 
Confine her not too much at home 3 
Her Love tho? center'd all in you, 
Her charms let all with freedom view. 
With public ſhews ſhe'll glut her eyes, 
And ſoon the vain parade deſpiſe. 
Forbidden pleaſures are more ſweet ; 
But Honey cloys, too freely eat. 


Nor 
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Nor yet diſdain well-pleas'd to ſhare 
With her each ſoft domeſtic care; 
In you let her lov'd infants find 
Like tenderneſs with prudence join'd ; 
That mutual ſource of fond delight, 


Your hearts more firmly will unite, FOIA” 
I "© 
Each gloomy thought by you repreſt, 


Be baniſh'd from her anxious breaſt. 


Let books your vacant hours employ, 

And make e'en Home a ſcene of joy. 
That time your fondneſs may renew, 

In faireſt light her actions view ; 

Her virtues praiſe, her ſoĩbles hide, 

And tho? ſhe's wrong—forbear to chide: 

Her frailties ſhould your pity move, 


And pity will augment your love. 
Thus gliding down the ſtream of life, 

Attended by a faithful wife, 

You'll make age, ſickneſs, fortune's ſpite, 

By mutual conſolation light. 

A calm ſprings up from joys like theſe, 

A life of happineſs and eaſe : 

Lovers are mellow'd into Friends, 


As Time the glaring colours blends, 


Friendſhip 
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Friendſhip ſucceeds to fierce deſire, 


The warmth remains —tho' not the fire. 
Since Nature then, for ends moſt wiſe, 


This ſocial principle ſupplies, 

With which her offspring ſhe has bleſt, 
And deeply planted in each breaſt ; 
Since the firſt link in Love we trace, 
That binds in one the human race; 
Let none with philoſophic pride 
Love's gentle Votaries deride : 

On Nature's plain decrees refine, 


Nor counter- act her great deſign. 
Art thou alone, for ſome ſtrange cauſe, 
Exempted from her general laws ? 


None can from Love enſure his heart, 


Nor ev'n by flight eſcape the dart. 
Love ev'n in Convents will intrude, 
And haunt the Hermit's Solitude. 
Nor yet indulge beyond controul 
'This ruling bias of the ſoul ; 
In legal bounds its power reſtrain, 
And gently guide with Wiſdom's rein. 
As life declines let Love give way, 
And Reaſon bear deſpotic ſway ; 
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Till, check'd by Time, his boiſt'rous rage 
But kindly warms your freezing age. 

He that to vagrant luſt's enſlav'd, 
Or in his youth Love's power has brav'd ; 
Who, in purſuit of wealth or fame, 

Has half ſuppreſs'd the genial flame, 

Smit with unſeaſonable ® love, 

Too late his ſavereignty ſhall prove; 

With his own ſlave ſome baſe amour 
Perhaps ſhall drain his golden fore, 
Brib'd by his wealth whilſt younger ſwains, 
Who ſhare her favours, ſhare her gains. 


Perhaps equipp'd like old Sir Paul, 

At Tunbridge or at City Ball, 

Oddly profuſe, abſurdly gay, 

(In Wiater deck'd like blooming May) 
With ſhaking head and tottering knee, 
He'll dreſs and dance at Sixty-three ; 
Forfeit the reverence due to Ape ; 


By giggling Youth ſhov'd off the tage. 


®* Turpe ſenilis amor. Ov1D, 
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On Beauty 
Induitur formoſa ; exnitur ipſa forma. 


EAUTY my theme ! the vocal ftring 
Once more I wake thy power to fing. 
But, can a day, a vacant hour 
Suffice to ſing fair Beauty's pow'r ? 
Whoſe triumphs have adorn'd the page 
Of every Bard in every age, 
Ambitious to poſſeſs the bays, 
From Homer's down to Milton's days. 
Myſterious ſource of love and joy ! 
What daring tropes ſhall I employ, 
What glowing tints thy charms to dreſs ? 
Which, ah ! I feel—but can't expreſs. 
Ere riſing from the purple main, 
The Loves and Graces in her train, 
Bright Venus claim'd thee for her own, 
Thro' Nature's works thy pow'r was known. 
In weſtern clouds of flaming gold 
Beauty enthron d in ſtate behold ! 
v Propoſed as a ſubject by a Poetical Society. 
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Or with the dewy Morning riſe 
Refalgent from the orient ſkies. 
Aweful ſhe rules the orbs of light, 
That glittering deck the wintry Night; 
Nor with inferior luſtre glows 
In the chaſte Lilly or the Roſe. 

In works of Art thy power's the ſame, 
Aſſuming juſt Proportion's name, 
The marble column's ftately height 
Or ſwelling Dome enchants our fight. 


But in the dance ſee ® Delia move 
Majeſtic as the Queen of Love! 
There Beauty's charms complete appear; 
Her various powers are center'd there ; 
How vain are all the toils of Art 
To decorate each lovely part ! 
Where, Nature's gift, her charming ſoul, 
Pervades and animates the whole, 
What needlefs coft to deck the Fair ! 
What wreaths of Pearl adorn her hair! 
With radiant gems from India's mines 
Her ivory neck encircled ſhines : 


* The author either means Lady **%* Mrs, 22 0 Miſs 8 ® or 
Miſs . 
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With Bruſſels lace her boſom veil' d. 
Ten thouſand charms lie there conceal'd : 
Her robe with richeſt foliage blooms, 
The glory of the Italian looms : 
Whilſt every limb and every part 
Diſplays the pompous power of att. 
With all this coſt and care eric#d out, 
The nymph is beautiful, no doubt ; 
But oh ! remove that veil of dreſs, 
And Beauty's ſelf your eyes will bleſs. 


The Cottage Garden : 


A Viſions 


ECLIN'D beneath my ruſtic Grott, 

The cares of life awhile forgot, 
The woodbine flaunting o'er my head, 
The trees a gloomy verdure ſpread. 

Wrapt in a deep, poetic trance, 

I ſaw amidft the glade advance 
(By ancient Bards ſo often ſeen) 
The Graces three with Beauty's Queen, 

Vor. I. O Not 


Not in their antique Grecian dreſs ; 
(The genuine charms of nakedneſs) 
But ſuch as now-a-days one ſees, 
In gauze and lace and negligees. 
Whilſt, fix d in rapture and ſurprize, 
To hail them I forbore to riſe :— 
I ſaw, methought, a mortal follow, 
(Long deem'd by me my great Apollo?) 
Who ſeem'd theſe Virgins to attend ; 
Manlius, my neighbour and my friend. 
His penetration ſoon could trace 
Th? embarraſſment that mark'd my face; 
2 And thus, to ſave me from deriſion, 
Kindly explain'd the heavenly Viſion. 
Manlius had prais'd my Cottage-garden, 
Fit place to entertain a Bard in ! 
Where not a flow'r or ſhrub is ſeen, 
Save roſes red and laurels green. 
But folks of taſte can beauties ſpy 
Inviſible to vulgar eye. 
Manlius then prais'd the laurel's gloſs, 
The mould'ring walls o'ergrown with moſs, 


My oracle; * Magnus Apollo,” Vine, 


' The 
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The ivy creeping o'er my Grotto, 
My urns, with many a fimple motto : 
But chief this little tinkling ſtream 
Was ſtill my friend's perpetual, theme, 
„Till he that ſtream had worthleſs made, 
By foiling Nature at her trade, 
In his more elegant Caſcade. 
Hither then, big with expectation, 
Manlius's kind exaggeration | 
In earthly vehicles had brought 
(And pop'd upon me quick as thought) 
Theſe Nymphs—my paradiſe to ſee, 
And thus diſpel d my reverie. 

«© Why ſure your mind with frenzy labours ! 
«© What! don't you recolle& your neighbours ? 
This is my Harriet; this my Daughter 
« And ſhe, that ſtifles thus her laughter, 
© This laſs ſo ſprightly, gay and friſky, 
«© The ſame that drove you in her whiſky. 

«© Dream not of Nymphs or Powers celeſtial ; 
«« We're all plain folks—of mould terreſtrial. 
* In her own work my wife has deck'd her ; 
Not one of us e' er taſted Nectar: 
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But come your place and you to ſee, 
** And drink a diſh of mortal tea.“ 
But how muſt I this ſtranger greet, 


With looks ſo languiſhingly ſweet, 


That, without aid from Cupid's darts, 
With gentleſt /-mi/es can win our hearts? 
« This, Sir, 's a Lady worth your knowing; 


« Of rank * and birth; the fair Miſs Sc—w—n. 


« A Maid of ſentiment and taſte, 
« With every female virtue grac'd.” 
Periſh all titles and alliance! 
To rank or birth I bid defiance. 
Taſte, Senſe and Beauty are my game 
All meaner intereſts I diſclaim, 
Beauty in every ſhape I woo ; 
Thro' all her various works purſue: 
Whether ſhe gild the orient day, 
Or paint the blooming flow'rs of May 
Or with ſuperior luſtre ſhine, 
And grace the human face divine. 
If Buſt or Medal e'er I bought, 
Beauty was till the object ſought. 


* Siſter to Lady A——, 


For 
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For this, in youth I choſe a wife, 
And ſacrific'd the pomp of life; 
Stopt ſhort in Learning's bright career ; 


Nor ever thought the purchaſe dear. 
Tho? frantic deem'd, as the fam'd “ knight 


Of rueful face (that amorous wight, 
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Who figh'd for Nymphs that ftill would flout him, 


Or never car'd a ſtraw about him) 
Long as I breathe this vital air, 
Pl] pay due homage to the Fair. 

Would you then ſometimes condeſcend 
To bleſs the manſion of your friend, 
And ſuch bright forms my purlieus haunt, 
My Cottage-garden ſtill I'd vaunt ; 

Nor envy Richmond's royal bowers, 
Where George enjoys his happieſt hours ; 
Where Princeſſes adorn the groves, 

And Charlotte's ſelf delighted roves, 


* Don Quixote. 


On 
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On the Right honourable the Counteſs of 
Ch-— =. 


* 


HEN lovely Portia glitters at the Play, 
Or, in her birth-night robes, outſhines the day; 
From crowds diſtinguiſh'd by her grace and air, 
Portia the faireſt ſeems , Where all are fair, 
A kindling paſſion every breaſt alarms, 
Each tongue proclaims the triumph of her charms. 
But when, retir'd amidſt their rural bowers, 
She chears th” illuſtrious Patriot's calmer hours, 
Or ſmiling fits her infant tribe among, | 
And guides to Virtue's paths the liſt' ning throng ; ' 
We view, amidſt theſe pleaſing cares of life, 
The tender Mother and the engaging Wife : 
More juſt applauſe theſe humbler virtues ſhare ; 
And Portia ſhines—as good as ſhe is fair. 


1763. 
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On Lady H——d4. 


* 


HEN Marcia darts her careleſs glances round, 


Drawn by the ſplendor of a face ſo fair, 

Vain fops, like moths, approach with forward air, 
With nonſenſe fraught ſome vain coquet to pleaſe : 
(So buzzing drones the fragrant roſe-bud teaze.) 
But ſoon they feel, with ſhame and wonder ſmit, 
Bright Marcia's eyes leſs brilliant than her wit. 
Virtue's ſtern air their amorous thoughts refines, 
And ftill unſullied lovely Marcia ſhines. 


„ afterwards Lady L —n. 
1740. 


On Miſs Lucy F 


UCIA was form'd by Heav'n in courts to ſhine, 
With grace and air and majeſty divine: 
Yet o'er thoſe charms her virtuous thoughts diſpenſe 
The humbleſt mien with rural innocence. 


Hence Viſcounts wait their doom from Lucia's eyes, 


Whilſt many a ſwain in hopeleſs filence dies. 


O 4 Mrs. 


Which, like the Parthian's random arrows, wound ; 


ed ß 


Mrs. W 


n. Venus genetrix. 1760. 


WII Stella joins the blooming throng 
Of Virgins dancing on the plain, 
A Grace ſhe ſeems the Nymphs among, 
Or Dian *midft her Virgin train. 


But when with ſweet maternal air 
She leads lülus thro' the grove, 

Herſelf appears like Venus fair, 
Her wanton boy the God of Loye, 


On ſome Flowers drawn by Miſs ———, 


HEN for the prize the heaver ly rivals ſtrove 
/ Before the Phrygian ſwain in Ida's grove; 
Venus in vain had brib'd her judge with Helen, 
Had Pallas nam'd her favourite Molly A——n, 
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On the celebrated Miſs W * * ®. 


RESH as the Spring, and like Aurora fair, 

Clarinda iſſues forth, the public care 

Where'er ſhe moves admiring crowds reſort ; 

Whilſt round their Queen the Loves and Graces ſport : 

Her eyes the hearts of heedleſs fops beguile, 

Who catch each glance, and feed upon each ſmile. 
But the bleſt Youth, diftinguiſh'd from the throng, 


Who hears th' enchanting accents of her tongue, 


Her native wit, her more than manly ſenſe, 


Expreſs'd with ſwect, bewitching diffidence, 


Owns in her mind more powerful beauty lies, 


And ſcarce obſerves the luſtre of her eyes. 


To Mrs. C. Macauly; 


On her Scheme for a popular Government, 


HOULD &er with us that haughty creature man 
Adopt, fair Catherine, thy Utopian plan : 

Where firmly to ſecure the People's right, 

The various Powers in equal laws unite; . 


Yet 
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Vet muſt thy ſcheme ſoon ſhare the uſual fate, 
Unleſs thou'rt baniſh'd from the new-form'd ſtate. 
Even Britons would be flaves—and pleas'd reſign 
Their liberties to ſenſe and charms like thine ; 
Defeat at once thy patriotic view, 

And delegate a ſovereign power to you. 


Apology to Lucinda. 


ROWN not, Lucinda, that the wand'ring Muſe 
Thro' diſtant fields her fav'rite taſk purſues : 


For tho? with various ſweets ſhe decks her lays, 


Collecting ev'ry flower that merits praiſe; 

Tho! in each Nymph ſome charm perhaps may find, 
Some faint reſemblance of Lucinda's mind ; 

From you ſhe paints each grace and winning art : 


They ſhare my verſe, but you poſſeſs my heart. 


The Parting. 
Written ſome Months after Marriage. 
HE rifing Sun thro' all the grove 
Diffus'd a gladſome ray : 
My Lucy ſmil'd, and talk'd of love; 
And every thing look'd gay. 
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But ah! the fatal hour was come, 
That forc'd me from my dear: 
My Lucy then thro' grief was dumb, 

Or ſpoke but by a tear. 


Now far from her and bliſs I roam, 
All Nature wears a change: 
The azure ſky ſeems wrapt in gloom, 
And every place looks firange. 


Thoſe flow'ry fields, this verdant ſcene, 
Yon larks that towering ſing, 

With ſad contraſt increaſe my ſpleen, 
And make me loath the ſpring. 


My books, that wont to ſooth my mind, 


No longer now can pleaſe : 
There only thoſe amuſement find, 
That have an heart at eaſe. 


Even life itſelf is taſteleſs grown, 
From Lucy whilſt I ſtray ; 

Sick of the world, I muſe alone, 

And figh the live-long day. 
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The 
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The Roſe-bud. 


To Lavinia at Fifteen. 


ITHIN this cool embow'ring ſhade, 
This ſweet retreat for lovers made: 
Amidſt the glitt'ring pearls of morn, 

That ev*ry leaf and ſpray adorn ; 

How ſweetly blooms this p' ing ro/e / 


How freſh its purple luſtre glows ! 

Soft odours round its beauties play ; 

How fragrant in the cool of day ! 

Oh! bleſt with youth and form'd for love, 
Lavinia regent of the grove ! 

Of ſenſe refin'd and ſimple taſte, 

With rural innocency grac'd ; 

That unaffected ſtate of mind, 

Which few from books, or breeding find ; 
Alike from awkward ſilence free, 

And loud, infipid gaiety; 

Whoſe conduct all muſt fo approve, 

That all muſt envy, or muſt love ; 


O! ſweeter than the dawning roſe, 
Whoſe cheeks a livelier bluſh diſcloſe ! 


When ſoon, drawn forth to open day, 


You ſhine amidſt the young and gay, 
Where Flatt'ry throws her gilded dart, 
Vice ſkulks beneath each modiſh art, 
May no miſtaken excellence 

To Folly ſooth your vig'rous ſenſe : 
No courtly airs, with honour”s face, 
Refine to guilt each virgin grace : 

No taſte from Italy or France, 
Corrupt your native elegance ! 

May you, ſecure from the extremes 
Of Scandals blaſts, or F latt'ry's beams, 


Reſerve, for generous Strephon's arms, 


Your beauty's bloom, and virgin charms! 


The Anti-platonic. 


From the Derby Journal, 1742. 


What! barter love for converſation ? 
Soft kiſſes for impertinence ? 
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Y Heaven, tis all mere affeQation ! 
I hate this cant of Wit and Senſe; 
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Some deſp'rate prudes or batter'd beaux, 


Thro' envy, impotence, or pride, 
Firſt forg'd theſe dull Platonic laws, 
And mental charms firſt deified. 


But ſee ! my Sylvia's ſelf appears 

In all the blooming pride of youth; 
Sappho looks pale; and Curio ſwears, 

Such Beauty has more charms than Truth. 


And who, that views thoſe radiant eyes, 
Thoſe ruby lips and glowing cheeks, 


* But Plato's viſions muſt deſpiſe, 


And ſneer when learned Sappho ſpeaks. 


What charms ideal, ſenſe refin'd, 

What moral beauties taught by beoks, 
Can raiſe to heavenly thoughts the mind, 
Like Sylvia's ſweet, bewitching looks! 


I muſt (oh! let not H-ſt-gs frown) 
Adore, all ſenſual, charms like theſe ; 
One glance would melt a Stoic down, 


One kiſs—convert a Socrates. 


The 
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The Anſwer. 


HY taſte of life, my friend, ſeems true ; 
Stoics I hate, as well as you. 

All happineſs I build on pleaſure ; 
Nor would be ſtinted in my meaſure. 

Could love ſecure a /aftizg bliſs, 
Thy ſyſtem were not much amiſs. 
Would Sylvia's charms thus bloom thro? life, 
Nor fade, when ſhe becomes a wife ; 
Would Cupid's torch for ever blaze, 
Still bright as in our youthful days: 
Would health and vigour never leave thee— 
*T were barb'rous ſure to undeceive thee ; 
To wake thee from thy dream of pleaſure, 
And rob thee of thy fancy'd treaſure. 
Philoſophy were then but vain, 
Which thus for pleaſure gave thee pain, 

But oh ! with what a fatal ſpeed 
Life's joys fly on, life's cares ſucceed! 
Oh! think how ſoon mere /en/ua/ joy 
The ſated appetite muſt cloy : 

9 
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Think, 
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Think, when the novelty is o'er, 


Theſe raptures will exiſt no more, 
Learn then more real joys to find 
In Virtue and a tranquil mind: 
| Let Reaſon's dictates be purſued, 
Each paſſion and each luſt ſubdued, 
Which, unreſtrain'd, be ſure, my friend, 
In pain and miſery muſt end. 
Seek pleaſures that will always laſt, 
Or leave no ſting behind when paſt. 


On an Orange Flower, 
Put into her Boſom by Mrs. W.. 
In the Style of Waller. | 


| "PR ! envied Flower, in all thy pride, 
To that fair boſom go; 
And there thy ſnowy bloſſoms hide 
In whiter drifts of ſnow. 


Yet warmer than thy native clime 
Thou'lt find that ſeat of Love; 
Matur'd to fruit before thy time, 
As in the genial ſtove, — 
Ah 
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Ah! no, with fragrant ſweets oppreſt 
You there intranc'd ſhall lie ; 
And, like her ſwain, were he ſo bleſt, 
In ecſtaſies muſt die. 


Anſwer. 


HO” Waller, in lewd Charles's days, 
Licentious love-ſongs writ z 
We pardon him, but cannot praiſe, 
For ſhewing thus his wit. 


But tho? perhaps of flagrant crimes 
Too juſtly we complain; 

Yet George may boaſt of decent times 

That dignify his reign. 


Then would'ſt thou merit Waller's fame, 
And even to Pope's aſpire ? 
Let Reaſon check thy amorous flame, 
And Virtue tune thy lyre. 


Vor. . P 
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The Charms of Innocence. 


© But this wirtzous Maid ſubdues me quite.” 
SHAKESPF. 


1— 


HY youth is fled ; no wit haſt thou to boaſt; 
Thy charms are faded; and thy virtue loſt : 

Yet ftill that face with pleaſure we behold ; 

Still fit attentive whilſt thy tale is told. 

Nay, yer ſome warmth thoſe features can impart, 

Yet raiſe ſome ſoft emotions in the heart. 

O! ſay, what magic gains thee this reſpect, 

And guards thee from thy well-deſerv'd neglect ? 

"Tis not thy rank, thy fortune, or thy ſenſe— 

No; *tis th* appearance ſtill of Innocence. 

*Tis Virtue charms us—tho' ſhe's thine no more: 

The ſubſtance loſt the ſhadow we adore. 


The 
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The Setting Sun. 
To Laly ———— 


WE Phœbus glows with radiant gold 

| In his meridian height, 
What eye un-inj ur'd can behold 
Th' inſufferable light ? 


* But when declining to the weſt 
He ſhoots a feebler ray, 
His charms in milder radiance dreſt 


With pleaſure we ſurvey. 


In height of bloom, thus Fulvia charm'd, 
Thus tortur'd every heart; 


Her dazzling eyes each breaft alarm'd ; 
Each glance convey'd a dart. 


Their luſtre ſaſten d now by time, 
Leſs ardent is their fire: 

Tho? amiable as in her prime— . 
With ſafety we admire. 
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The Riſing Sun. 


To the Same. 


ORTAL ! (for ſuch thou art, bright maid, 
Tho? like an Angel fair :) 8 
How ſoon muſt all thoſe beauties fade, 


Which now are all thy care!“ 


Thoſe fatal lures to fin and pride, 
Which bounteous Heaven beſtows 

As bleflings, are, when miſapplied, 
The ſource of endleſs woes, 


Untaught by Reaſon or by Grace 
Our paſſions to controul, 

Too oft beneath an Angel's face 
Sin lurks, and taints the ſoul. 


But oh! prepare in time, my friend, 
Ere yet thoſe charms decay, 
Prepare the Bridegroom to attend, 
Who bids thee haſte away. 
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Begin thy glimmering lamp to trim 
With penitence and tears ; 
Addreſs thy humble ſuit to him, 


Who contrite ſinners hears, 


Then riſing from the marble tomb, 
Thy charms tho? faded here; 

Yet thou in heaven again ſhalt bloom, 
A brighter Angel there, 


Paſtor Fido. 


P 3 PART 
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FART 


HUMOROUS. 


Hymen and Pomona. 


ERHAPS tis true, what witlings urge, 
«© That needful thing, a wife, 


«« As often proves the plague and ſcourge 
As comfort of one's life.“ 


For Marriage is an orchard fair, 
And various fruits produces, 


Of ſour and ſweet, of joy and care, 


Like Autumn's various juices. 
9 


N 
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When forward girls and amorous boys 
The ſweets of love betray ; 

How ſoon the luſcious, tranſient joys, 
Like Summer fruits, decay 


Let minds in judgment grown mature, 
In Hymen's bands engage; 
Such loves the Fizter will endure, 

And mellower grow by age. 


Look round you well before you wed, 
With caution make your choicez 
By no fond whim or paſſion led, 
Attend to Reaſon's voice. 


The Nymph that's beautiful and gay, 
Rich, generous, ſweet, and mild, 
If ſuch there be, ſuch ſurely may 
Be Golden Pippins ſtyP'd. 


Some, proud of ſenſe and ill-bred wit, 
Are harſh as Coccagee : 


Such fruit may be for griedizg fit— 
But eat who will for me. 


10 
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The rural laſs with ruddy cheeks, 
The Redftreak we may name; 
Whoſe luſcious, wholeſome juice beſpeaks 


The ſoil from whence * the came. 
Some dames the John-apple may ſuit ; a. 
Like ſhrivel'd parchment dried: — 
Zut ſome men chooſe ſuch /afing fruit, 


Nor envy ſuch their bride. 


Others, like Pears, look ſweet, and ſmile 
On every pretty fellow : 
Too early ripe, they pleaſe awhile ; 
But ſoon they grow too mellow. 


Your froward, ſour, ungracious ſhrews 

Make houſewifꝰry their boaſt: 

Like Ruſſetines, fit ſauce for gooſe 
And there they rule the roaſt. 


Mark where good ſenſe and ſweetneſs dwell, 


And truth without diſguiſe ; 
The man that finds this Non-pareil, 
Has ſurely gain'd a prize. 
®* Herefordſhire, 


Tho 
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The royal Villing—tho' it grows 

Neglected in our fields; 
Yet manag' d well, the Artiſt knows 
The nobleſt liquor yields. 


Then let not rakes blaſpheme the Fair, 
For wedlock's wild abuſes ; 

When even from Crabs one may with care 
Extract delicious juices. 


The Triumph of Ceres or, The Harveſt-home. 


To the Tune of ** Wha ks fe enchant 
_« my fight 7" 


HAT chearful ſounds falute our ears, 
| And echo o'er the lawn ! EY 
Behold ! the loaded car appears, 
In joyful triumph drawn. 


The Nymphs and Swains, a jovial band, 
Still ſhouting as they come, 
With ruſtic 1 ents in hand, 
Proclaim the Harveſt-home. 
The famous Devonſhire fruit. 
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The golden ſheaves, pil'd up on high, 
Within the barn are ftor'd : 
The careful hind, with ſecret joy 
Exulting, views his hoard. 
His labours paſt, he counts his gains ; 
And freed from anxious care, 
His caſks are broach'd ; the ſun-burnt ſwains 
His rural plenty ſhare. | 


In dance and ſong the night is ſpent ; 
All ply the ſpicy bowl : 

And jeſts and harmleſs merriment 
Expand the artleſs ſoul. 

Young Colin whiſpers Roſalind, 
Who ſtill reap'd by his fide; 

And plights his troth, if the prove kind, 

To take her for his bride. 


For joys like theſe, thro' circling years, 
Their toilſome taſk they tend : 

The hind ſucceſſive labours bears, 
In proſpe& of the end: i 
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In Spring or Winter ſows his ſeed; 
if Manures or tills the foil ; 


In Summer various cares ſucceed z 
But Harveſt crowns his toil. 


The Banks of the Wye. 
To the Tune of Tweed Side.” 


HO” Pve rambled all Europe around, 
Would the Fates with my wiſhes comply, 
I would ſcorn even Claſſical ground, 
And fix on the Banks of the Wye. 
There the earth does its bleſſings profuſe, 
Unafliifted, at Nature's command, 
Each object for pleaſure and uſe, 
Spread forth with a liberal hand. 


Let fops, who come Frenchified home, 
To the vulgar with raptures explain 
The wonders of Paris or Rome, 
On the Banks of the Tibur and Seine. 
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Nor the Seine, nor the Tibur nor Po, 
Nor the Arno itſelf can ſapply, | 
Nor a ſtream in the world that I know, 

Such charms as the Banks of the Wye. 


Tell me not of the Danube or Rhine 

Or the Volga that kingdoms divide ; 
What care I for their cities ſo fine, 
Or the vineyards that cover their fide ? 
Long flouriſh their wealth and their trade 1 
Shall I envy their ſplendor ? Not I; 
Whilſt at eaſe Pm ingloriouſly laid 

On the flowery Banks of the Wye. 


Let Scotchmen in ſonnets diſplay = 
How their Shepherds ſo happily feed 
Their flocks on the ſweet-winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter Banks of the Tweed. 
Their beauties may doubtleſs be great ; 
But ſurely they never can vie 
With the woods, rocks, and meadows ſo ſweet. 
That vary the Banks of the Wye. 
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Tho? Britain boaſts many a ſtream 
That her Poets with verſe can inſpire : 
Tho” the Thames has ſo long been the theme 
Of each Cockney that tunes up his lyre. 
Let their Banks be by others poſleſt, 
From the world whilſt ſequeſter'd I fly, 
And live in a cottage more bleſt 
On my favourite Banks of the Wye. 


The Fryar and Old Nick ; or, A Cure for Love. 


To the Tune of King John and the Abbot of Cop: 
e terbury.” | 
"Parſon theve was n Sock with a . 
Who treated him kindly as Prieſt mought deſire; | 
He preach'd and ſaid grace and had naught elſe to do, 
FP a 
Derry down—down, &c. 


His greateſt delight was in reading and walking ; 
For, except with his Friends, he hated much talking. 
He did what he pleas'd and went juſt where he wou'd ; 
And he did no wu harm—if he did little good. 
Derry down, &e. 
The 
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The *@uire's young fiſter, whoſe name it was Kitty, 
Was tall and genteel, good natur d, tho' witty z 
Her eyes were ſo bright, her expreſſions ſo ſmart, 
They mot the poor Fryar quite thorough the heart. 
Derry down, &c. 


This Fryar (for rbyme-ſake, we'll call him plain Dick) 

Had a friend in a corner, whoſe name was * Old Nick, 

To whom, thus diftreſs'd, he reſfolv'd to apply, 

Quoth he, My friend Nick, I ſhall certainly die.” 
Derry down, be. 


« How fol” quoth his friend, FE. pray what's come to paſs?” 
ec Alas le quoth the Fryar, c« alas! Nic-0-las l 
Fl tell you the ſecret, my friendſhip.to prove 3 
© Tho Pm fore I ſhall die, it is only for Love.” 
Derry down, bc. 


' 


« If that's all,” quoth Nick, _ m ſure you ne er can die, 

Ls If you'll take but a glaGs of my fine cherry-brandy”— | 
So he ſlipꝰd to his trunk in a little dark place, 
Where Nick us'd to keep his great bottle and gl. 
* Derry Down, &c. 
N 2 n. Th. n-Ul, Eſq, 

Vor. 1. . 8 e Here,” 
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ec Here;” quoch he, « ig a dram, bei, BN 
„ We'll drink à good health to your lovely Miſs Kitty: 
Take courage, my friend, Tay afide this grimace g - 


cc nn. pity your caſe.” | 
. Derry down, &c. 


G 


«« Ah! ne, v quoth'the Prieft, . thy reſpect for the Brother 
* My love for che Siſter will teach me to ſmother; 


% Tho' my heart is « on fire, in ſecret I'll burn; 
cc For I love her too well—to with a return.” 


ban &c. 


Yet the Prieft lik's the health, aha fikewiſe | the liquor ; 

So the glaſſes went tbund fill thicker and thicker 3 

Till Nick thought i it proper to lock up his trunk, 

When down ws ar the Prieſt—as a herring dead-drunk. 
Derry down, &c. 


Beware then, ye VEN how you deal with Old Nick; 
You Tee'the fad fate df poor Fryar Dick : ks 
Tho? he liv'd like a faint, yet he dy'd like a finer ; ; 

5 che ben it a ring and folks went to dinner. 

Derry down, &c. 
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A Ballad. 
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1 
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And when my 
he beg 3222 
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The ſtretch 

ſquire began 
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Man John TM 

For , ftep home 5 
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Tho oft with ſnuff his noſe he bor'd, 
His ſpirits for to rouſe, 

The 'ſquire had flept—but Madam fnor's.. 
80 loud—ſhe wak'd her ſpouſe. 


Old farmer Hodge look'd deſp'rate four, 
And cry'd, when ſhall we dine?” 
Quoth he, . tis almoſt foddering hour ! 
«© Go, Cicely, milk the kine,” 


A wag, that in the alley fd. 
' Began to ſham a cough; 3 

Held oiit as long as e er he cod. 

And then mor'd fly of. 


The clerk, who to full many a drone- 

Had lent a patient ear, 
Was now himſelf impatient grown, 
And could no longer bear. 


So, when the Fryar was at a ſtand, 

And could not make i — ane tf 
The clerk his pſalm- book took in hand, OW 
And thus the palm gave out: ny 


HUMOROWUSs 22 
v All people that on earth do dwell,” — 
Then twang'd it thro the noſe ; 4 
The Fryar he now perceiv'd full well 
*T'was time the book to cloſe. 


And tho? the days were long enough, 
(For 'twas the month of June,) 
Reſerv'd the reſt of his choice ſtuff 
rin « time more opportune.” 


God proſper long our church and ſtate, 


Our wives and children all! 
May ne'er again ſuch tedious prate 
Poor Chriſtian folks befall] 7 
1 
5 
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War proclaimed at Brentford. 
Written, 3744: 


RIT AIN at length her wrath declares, 
And fierce to meet the foe prepares. 
Bellona mounts her 3 iron car, 

Grac'd with the implements of war. 

„ Auguſta ſounds the dread alarm, are 
And all our ports their gallies arm. | 
Briſtol and York have heralds ſent 
Denouncing George” 5 dire i intent: : 


Nay, Brentford now proclaims defiance ; - 
Let Bourbon tremble at thy alliance, 


if 


B 


The Force of Novelty. 
Written at Bath, 1766. 


ATH has been Yeem'd, ime out of mind, 
The ſeat of diſipation; 

Where Britiſh nywphs united find 

The follies of the nation. 


London. 
* 4 0 4 0 
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While ſomething new, ta hear and ſee, 
Their fancy fill regales ; | 


public tes. 


Plays, concerts, balls, or 
Or conʒurors, or ales: 


At length Religion takes its turn _ 
From kirk to kirk they're gadding 3 | 


ln as: 
When ſet on fire by * M-d-n! 


Preach on, ye zealots, preach and thrive, 
And triumph whilſt you may 


Should Punch with puppet-ſhew arripe, 
Again your flocks would ſtray. 


Roy Man in his Humour ; ; or, Univerſal 
| Toleration, 4766. 


rar 
For health or recreation; 

Tia fit that each ſhould ſay bis pray n, 

As ſuits his inclination. 


® A popular Preacher, 
Q4 


* 


By paint or muſic here each ſenſe 


* 
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And truly Bath is ſtill, we know, 
So complaiſantly given, 
She leaves her company to go 
What road __ pleaſe to heaven, 


The abbey « our fore-fathers thought 


Enough in days of yore : 
But Chriſtian zeal is waxing hot, 


And folks want ſomething more. 


For this the worthy DoRor rears 
A church without a ſpire ; 

To tickle their capricious ears, £ 
All by a good coal-fire. 


To piety is warm'd ; 


By elegance are chm. 


. 
For pulpit, deſk, or pew; 


'The Quaker has his — 


nn, 


And wretches, deaf to eloquence, 


+ *- 


The Catholic, in other places, 

Muſt Kulk behind the laws : 
But lol at Bath, full in our faces 
He puffs the good old cauſe. 


The Tabernacle's fill'd each night: 
There ſaints and finners meet; 
Their tragic ſtyle and lamps fo bright 
May vie * with Orchard-ftreet. | 


But none find much amiſs in 
The doctrine of the + Herenhute, 
That preaches up chaſte kiſſing. 


Pull ä 
In caſſock, or is pallio, 
May here play off their merry-tricks, 
And need not a ſeraglio. 


® The play-houſe. 


 Rixumiu==Mr, Whithicld's Pawphiet, &c, 
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The godly *mongft themſelves difpute : 


1 


1 The name of Count Z-zendorf's ſeat, the founder of the ſts 
who. was . charged\ with principles and praBtices of an m 
tendency—yet there are many good people amongſt their followers— 
See © Moravianiſm compared; by the late Biſhop of Exeter==Count 


The 


HUMOROU Ss, 


The creſcent is a Turkiſh fancy, 
By Mahomet reſpected ; 
Let's hear then what 2þeir doftors can fay z 


234 


Jews, Turks, and heretics to pleaſe, 
What more can mortals do? 


Unleſs, to humour the Chineſe, 
You'd have a pagod too. 


With Bonzes gamblers may unite, 

And (though to us yncivil, 
Our ſabbaths and our gods they flight) 

Adore ſome Indian + devil. 


Thas Bath mal rea with due repo 
The gods of every nation: 
Thus grant to each fantaſtic ſect, 
A General Toleration. 


„ Chineſe priefts. 


+ As they are ſaid to do, we by Dei dy my 
abuſed, 
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The Moral, 


For modes of faith whilſt zealots fight, 
Yet no taus ſets agree 
What ſyſtem or what church is right; 
Th' fablif'd church for me! 


= 


The Innocent Theft. 


OU tell us, Doftor, ©* ”Tis a fin to ſteal;“ 
We to your practice from your text appeal: 
You fteal a ſermon, feal a nap; and pray, | 
From dull companions don't you feal away ? 


An Epitaph : . 


Allediag to the Expreſſions, <* Sifte wiater,””—** Foc te ſcire 
 _ welim, &c.“ 


TOP ! gentle traveller, ſtop your horſe, 
And view awhile this lifeleſs corſe: 
Von can't conceive how great a man 
Contracted he's within this ſpan. 
„ j . Aline 
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Alive indeed twas honeſt Jack: 
We've often thump'd him on the back. 
He'd take his glaſs without a fuſs ; 
And we &en thought him one of us. 
But now, behold ! when dead and gone, 
He's juſtly ſtyl'd : the great Sir, John.” 
See ! Virtue's ſelf her diſtance keep, 
And Angels ofer his aſhes weep ! 
With trump ere& the goddeſs Fame 
Io diſtant regions ſounds his name. 


Thus much twas fit that you ſhould know: 


Now, gentle traveller—you may go, 


On Two Poets; 
Buried in the ſame Grave. 


Alike their genius, and alike their fame. 
By fortune favour'd, or by want oppreſs d, 
Still they in common every thing poſſeſs'd : 


One heart, one mind, one purſe—tho' ſmall their riches, 
One room, one bed, one hat, one pair of breeches. 
nk A Rea- 


wo 


ENEATH one tomb here fleep two faithful friends: 
 Confiant thro? life, united in their ends. 
Their ſtudies, their amuſements were the ſame z 
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A Reaſonable Satisfaction. 
Imitated from Sir Thomas More. 


HILST glory's cauſe two long campaigns 


Thraſo in diſtant climes detains, 
His wife had fix'd her ſad retreat 
Contiguous to Sir Harry's ſeat ; 


Who, in mere pity to her caſe, 

Kindly ſupply'd the huſband's place. 
Thraſo return'd ; the tale tranſpires ; 

Revenge the Captain's boſom fires : 

He takes his ſword, intent on blood, 

And meets the Knight behind a wood : 

40 Scoundrel, * quoth he, fay, on thy life, 

r Haſt thou preſum d to kiſs my wife d“ | 

The Knight, unmov'd by Thraſo's rant, 

Reply'd (and graſp'd his oaken plant) 

% Why really, Sir, *rwixt me and you, 

CE The thing you hint at s very true.” 

« You own it then !—oh! very well 

Or elſe, by all the dew'ls in hell ! 

< But that thou haſt the fact confeſt— | 

<© This truſty ſword had pierc'd thy breaft.” 
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The Fond Keeper. 
— E 


HY Charmer is ſo d-mi'd a jilt, 
| Her very air betrays her guilt : 
If eber ſhe deigns to walk the fireets, 
She's curs'd by every ſoul ſhe meets. 

The ſober tradeſman at his door, 

Proclaims aloud, ** There walks a whore ys 


To =— C 


The cinder-wenches, one and all, 


Concur to thruſt her from the wall. 

The paviour reſts upon his rammer, FR 

And to his comrade cries, od d-mn her“ 
All this you tell me; but in vain ; 

4 I feel it gall, yet hug my chain: 

«© Then ſneer and laugh and rail your fill, 

«© Jl] hear it all; and love her fill.” 
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The Fair Parthian; * 


S down the Mall one day a well-dreſ'd Fair 

Before me walk'd ; her lovely ſhape and air; 
The rich brocade, the ribands, and the lace, 
That deck her limbs, and all her perſon grace, 
Each lock that ſhades her neck conveys a dart; 

And various charms conſpire t' enflave my heart. 
Sure, never mortal was bewitch'd like me 
She turn'd her face, and ſet her captive free. 


On a ihake ; 
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Who intrigued with the Maid, whilſt he was courting 


the Miſtreſs. 
TORGIVE me, Madam, if, in haſte 
This trankent life to live, 


Thoſe pleaſures I preſume to taſte, 
Which you refuſe to give. 
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® <9 
- 
-» 1 


The Lady's Anſwer. 


OOD Sir, fince you ate ſuch an * oaf; 

And ſuch your taſte of life ; 

You've had a ſlice; pray take the loaf; 
And make my maid-your wife. 


The Amorous 'Squire- 


GTREPHON i in vain purſu'd a rural Fair; 
The roſy object of his tender care. 

The nymph, who long had lov'd a ſturdy ſwain, 

Still view'd the am'rous Strephon with diſdain. 

Q Provak'd, he ftfove by force to ſtorm her charms + 
She rais'd her hand—and daſh'd him from her arms. 
Ah! ceaſe,” cries he, * ſubdue that barb'rous 
a Tho? doom'd to love, I was not born to fight. 
% You've ſtol'n my heart ; deprive me not of breath; 
de Thoſe frawns are cruel—but that $f is death. 


ſpite; 


® Provincial word for 9 
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* 


(To be). written in a young Lady's Milton. 


LOE, to ches foibles ſomewhat blind. 
= Admires the wild caprice of womankind.— 
% Strange chat our mother Eve, ſo void of grace, 
re Should for an apple curſe the human race l'. 

Her cenſure thus on Eve raſh Cloe pours, 

_ Whilſt ſhe herſelf green fruit and chalk devours. 
But ceaſe, fair Maid, that fatal crime to blame, 
When you, more frail, had ſurely done the ſame : 
For leſs reſtraint your Maker's will had croſs'd, 
Nay, for a crab, your Paradiſe had loſt. 


An Incident in high Life. 


HE Bucks had din'd, and deep in council fat ; 

Their wine was brifſiant—but their wit grew flat ; 
Vp ftarts his Lordſhip, to the window flies, — 
And lo! a race! a race Þ” in rapture cries z 

w" Where?” quoth Sir John: «Why ſee! two drops of rain 


of Start from the ſummit of the cryſtal pane : 
Vor. I. R A thou- 
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«« A thouſand pounds ! which drop, with nimbleſt force, 
cc Performs its current down the ſlipp'ry courſe l 
The betts were fix'd ; in dire ſuſpence they wait 
For viftory, pendent on the nod of Fate. 
Now down the ſaſh, unconſcious of the prize, 
The bubbles roll—like pearls from Che's eyes. 
But ah ! the glit ring joys of life are ſhort ! 
How oft two joſtling ſteeds have ſpoil'd the ſport ! 
Lo! thus attraction, by coercive laws, 
Th' approaching drops into oze bubble draws. 
| Rach curs'd his fate, that thus their project croſs'd z 
How hard their lot, who neither won nor loſt ! 


The Inviſible, 
Written at College, 1747. 


HAT mortal burns not with the love of fame ?— 
Some write, ſome . eat themſelves a 

name. 

For fame beau Frightful haunts each public place,” | 

And grows conſpicuous for his ugly face. 
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Laura, the rural circle's conſtant boaſt, 
Sighs for the Mall, and longs to be a toaſt. 
The prieftling, proud of doctrine not his own, 
Uſurps a ſcarf—and longs to preach in Town.. 
E'en Whitfeld's ſaints, whoſe cant has fill'd the nation. 
Toil more ſor fame, I trow, than Reformation. 

Verus, tho' bleſs'd with learning, ſenſe, and wit, 
Yet prides himſelf in never ſhewing it : 
Safe in his cell, he ſhuns the ſtaring crowd, 
And inward ſhines, like Sol behind a cloud. 
For Fame let fops to diſtant regions roam, 
Lo! here's the man—who never ſtirs from home ! 
That unſeen wight—whom all men wiſh to ſee ; 
Illuſtrious grown - by mere obſcurity. 


* 


A Reaſonable Requeſt. 


% Ridebis; & licet rideas;” Prix. 


k AL Y perſon's odd, and thin my face; 
The whole wants dignity and grace. 
Laugh out, fair maid (for laugh you will;) 
Indulge your mirth, and take your fill. 

R 2 | 


I ſee 
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I ſee youre tickled to the ſonl ?:? 
Young folks are ftruck with things ſo droll. 
Laugh in my face (dis what you lack.) 
Yet ftay—till you're behind my back. 


The Prayer of an Humoriſt. 


RIO, "tis plain by all theſe wowo's, 


| Romantic wight ! prefers | 
Wild woods, wild rocks, and ſtapeleſs — 


To gardens, and parterres. 


Each weed he culls of various huez — 
| Wild flo“ rs are his delight: 
The primroſe pale, the hy*cinth blue, 
And dog-roſe charm his fight. 


All theſe, around his mofly ſeat, 
He plants with wond'rous care; 
And thus, in times of parching heat, 
To Heav'n directs His pray'r : 
3 | ce O! ſend 
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„ 
- - 


ye gracious bob. ; 
The earth refreſhment needs : © 6th 

"A Not for my corn, my fraits, or flows ; 
«© But oh [—preſerve my 7 weeds Pf” | hack 


The Virtuoſo. 


HAT), to the valiant Knight of 2 


Was Donna del Toboſo: — 
Such is the idol of his brain * WY" Oe 


To every Virtuoſo. 


Don Quixote to a goddeſs lifted 
An home-ſpun. country laſs : 

Each grain of corn the damſel fifted, 

With him for 2 could * 


Whate'er the curious deifies, | 
It thus his fancy warms, 
And gives to ſhells and butterflies 
Imaginary charms. = 
| I 
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But let not thoſe that look more grave, 
Themſelves their wiſdom pride on; 


Since every man muſt ſometimes have | 
His hobby-horſe to ride on, 


On Quack Medicines. 


To 


» Eſq; at Bath. 


7 HEN Science now, with radiance bright, 
Shines forth in her meridian light, 
And Learning's ſtores their aid impart 

To dignify the healing art: 95 
When Britain long has view'd with pride 
Her realms with men of {kill ſupplied : _ 
When Bath, health's magazine, l can boaſt 
Of regulars a numerous hoſt; 

Phyſicians of diſtinguiſh'd fame, 

Whom friendſhip bids me not to name; 
To whom, by long inſtruction train'd, 

All Nature's laws have been explain'd: 

For Heaven's—and for your own ſakes, 
Beware, my friends, beware of Quacks ! 
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Let W-rd, let J-mes, or gentle H-11 
Their powders boaſt, or drop, or pill, 
Their eſſences of ſage or honey, 


To eaſe you of your pain—and money + 
Yet what avails a pompous name, 


If poiſons flow diſſolve your frame ? 
If numbers ſtill have victims died 
To the beſt medicines—miſapplied ? 
Think how egregiouſly they fool us, 
Who vaunt the ſame ſpecific bolus, 
Or fam'd Elixir can root out 
A fever, dropſy, ſtone, or gout ? 
For contradictions can't be true, 
And what cures me—may murder you. 
Too ſure I am, theſe boaſted noſtrums, 
Like thoſe diſpens'd from country roftrums, 
More mortal men deprive of breath, 
Than * Battle, Murder, Suddain death, 
Or, copld we but the truth examine, 
Than Plague, or Peftilence, or Famine. 


Three noted phyſicians in Oxford. VI r. SCHOL, 
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On a noted Quack; 
| Who ** travels by AQ of Parliament. 


| Who boaſt of licences, and idly puff 

Your lectures, hoſpitals, and ſuch vain ſtuff : | 
Behold a wight, of more intrinfic worth, 
For public good, tho? ** gouty,” fallies forth ! 
« His Uncle's pupil!“ who, for Thirty years, 
Has dried the widow's and the orphan's tears ; 
«« Allow'd by all a moſt ingenious” Sage; | 
styl'd by himſelf . the Wonder of the age * I 
The great Shappee / who ſcorns your letter'd ſkill, 
Soft Baylis, Lucas, and thou, gentle H-l1 ; 
Sent forth . by 42 of Parliament to kill! 


The Italics are the words of his Advertiſement. 


E ſolemn tribe, who write and take your fees, | 
Adorn'd with Engliſh or with Scotch degrees; 
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Panacæa; or, The Univerſal Remedy. 


ELCOME to Baiz's free: ye ſons of ſpleen ! 
Who rove from ſpaw to ſpaw—to ſhift the ſcene: 
While round the ſteaming fount you idly throng, 


Come, learn an wholeſome leſſon from my ſong. 
Ye Fair, whoſe roſes feel th' approaching froſt, 
And drops ſupply the place of ſpirits loſt: 


Ye *Squires, who, rack'd with gouts, at Heaven repine, 


* 


Condemn'd to water for exceſs in wine: 

Ye portly Cits, ſo eorpulent and full, 

Who eat and drink till appetite grows dull : 
For whets and bitters then unſtring the purſe, 
Whilſt Nature more oppreſs'd grows worſe and worſe ; 
Dupes to the craft of pill-preſcribing Leach, 

You nod or laugh at what dull parſons preach : 

Hear then th Empiric Bard, who ſpurns your wealth, 
And gratis gives a ſure receipt for health 


No more thus vainly roam o'er ſea and land; 
When lo! a ſovereign remedy at hand. 

No dear-bought cordial, or infernal draught, 
With ſhort relief — but ling'ring poiſon fraught ; 
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My ſimple recipe no art requires, 

But appetites ſubdued and cool deſires. 

« Tis Temp rance then that muſt your health reſtore.” 
«© You preach, and not preſcribe.” —** Why then, tis more; 
% *Tis Abſtinence : nay, Faſting is my plan = # 


Heaven's antidote againſt the fins of man. 


The time for temp'rance, my friend, is paſt z 
To live, to eat with pleaſure, you muſt falt. 
Foul luxury's the cauſe of all your pain: 
Nature and reaſon bid you then abſtain. 
Nature, tho' long by ſurfeiting oppreſt, 
Will ſoon regain her native force by reſt. 

The waters hence aſſume balſamic pow'r, 5 
The blood to cleanſe, th' obſtructed glands to ſcour. 
Faſt, and take reſt, ye candidates for ſleep, | 
| Who from high food tormenting vigils keep. 
Faſt, and be fat, thou ſtarveling in a gown : q 

Ye bloated, faſ.—I'Il warrant it brings you down. 


Ye Nymphs, that pine o'er chocolate and rolls, 
Hence gain freſh bloom, freſh vigour to your ſouls, 
Faſt, and fear not ; you'll need no drop or pull; 
Hunger may ſtarve, exceſs is ſure to kill. 


RK VV WORDOVUS 


- The Conſultation. 


HREE Doctors, met in conſultation, 
Proceed with great deliberation, 


The caſe was deſperate, all agreed ; * 


But what of that? they muſt be ſee d. 
They write then (as twas fit they ſhou'd) 
But for their own, not patient's good. 
Conſulting wiſely (don't miſtake, Sir) 
Not what to give, but what to take, Sir. 


Reply to a Satire on the Phyſicians. 
— ky Talg Mos cn. 


HOE'ER thou art, conceal'd from fight, 
That hurPf thy pois'nous darts; 
Well haſt thou aim'd—to ſhew thy ſpite, 
Tho' not to ſhew thy parts. 
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Tho' men, for craft or avarice known, 

Or ignorance, like thine, 
Diſgrace the art; yet all muſt own 
The art itſelf's divine. 


+ 

And come the time, as baply 'twill, 
When gout or ſtone attacks, 

Thou'lt fly for refuge to their ſkill, 
Whom now thou treat'ſt as Quacks. 


Then ſhalt thou court the God of verſe, 
(Whoſe gifts you now profane) 

To bid his ſons remove the curſe, 
And ——— heal thy pain. 


On the Muſical Conteſts at Bath, 1770. 


T Bath, the ſeat of joy and eaſe, 
Studious each other's taſte to pleaſe, 
Strangers in concert one and all 
Join at the Pump, the Rooms, the Ball : 
Diſtinction none is here allow'd 
To mark the great, the rich, the proud: 
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By int'reſt link'd, as by a ſtrong cord, 
All pid in uniſon and concord: 
And really, Sir, it would amaze one, 
To obſerve th* harmonious diapaſon. 
But now King, Commoners, and Peers 
Are all together by the ears - 
The ladies into parties rum, 
And warm for diff rent intrefts—puſh. 
The heartieſt friends now diſagree 
For Tweedle-dum and Tweedle- dee; 
And hear, at ® Simpftn's, or at Morgan s, 
Of naught but fiddfefticks and organs. 
But fye! my friends, let Aſcord ceafe, 
And Spencer 7ute you all to peace. 
What joy can Mufic's felf afford, 
Till perfect biarniony s reftor'd ? 


* Coffee - houſes. 
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An Eſtimate of Life. 
A la Groſſier. 


N bloom of youth, with ſpirits gay, 
Thro' Life's briſk trade I made my way 
School's *prenticeſhip with labour paſt, 
Methought I could not live too faſt. 
Wholeſale laid in my fock of joys, 

All bought by weight aver-du-pois : 

And ftill my happineſs I found 
Full fixteen ounces to the pound. | 
But age comes on with gouty pains; 
Life's trade grows dull, and ſmall my gainss - 
Now Fate retails my ſcanty pleaſure 
By d-mn'd Apothecary's meaſure ; 
By drams and ſcruples now I live, 
Nor longer taſte what life can give. 
My bliſs weighs light; fad cares prevail; 
And conſtant miſery turns the ſcale. 
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A Journey to London; or, The Oxonian in 
Town. 


% Omnia Rome cum pretio.” Juv. 


HO? ſcarce three days I've been in Town, 
Mere want of caſh will drive me down. 
My purſe grows thin ; for night and day 
Naught have I heard but—Pay, pay, pay: 
The perquiſites of one day more | 
Would quite exhauſt my lender ftore. 
My cloak-bag (carriage paid) was brought; 
What then ? the coachman claims a groat : 
And tho? my lodgings ſcarce a ſtep hence, 
The porter will be paid his three-pence. 
Some fee is due to all one meets: 
One begs—for ſweeping of the ſtreets. 
Drop but your glove, or aſk the way ; 
Some wretched object makes you pay. 
You pay for blacking of your ſhoes 
Your daily barber ; daily news. 
Pay double for your horſe's meat ; 


And pay for corn —he does act cat. 


You 
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You pay, at taverns if you dine, 
For ſpungy bread and wretched wine: 
Or, if you hope your caſe to mend, 
By dining with ſome wealthy friend ; 
Ere you can reach the guarded * door, 
Your dinner Ill coſt you ten times more. 
Are you for church, amongſt the godly ? 
Things there are manag'd ſomewhat oddly : 
The ſexton ſhews a pew, no doubt, Sir, 
But you muſt pay to be let out, Sir, 
Thruſt but your head, „. 
Books, pictures, houſehold-gobds are ſold ; 
You'd better be in bed and fleeping : 
For ſure as Fate, you'll pay for peeping, 
Well then, ſince thus Pm forc'd to pay, 
Pl! pay my lodgings, and away; 
| Eſcape from noiſe, and duſt, and heat, 
To ſome ſequeſter d, cool retreat: 
Or hail again, in queſt of knowledge, 
The venerable walls of College, 
But hold, good Sir; not quite fo faſt 
You've ſomething more to pay at laſt; 


* Vails to ſervants—not then aboliſh'sd, 


The 


Vor. J. 
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Toe boufe-maid, botlier, kondlt James, 
That bruſh'd your cloaths, ki hulk ie 
With various ärtieles ne'er thought ou; 
| Which three days flay in Town have brought on. 
Nay, ere you can the ſuburbs quit, 
You'll meet with more expences yet : 
For lo! the furly toll- men fand, | 
Their tickets ready in their hand; 


And; all ybur queſtions diſregarding, 
Will arip you of your laſt poor farthing. 
In London then, or go, or flay, 
There's naught, I find, but · pay, Sir 
Yet—better pay for leaving London, 
Than ftay—and be completely undone. 


4 


, Pay. —— 


| bo, IE ITS. 
Sunday Night, in Town. 
Wär: 1. whene'er condemn'd by Fats 

To ſtay in Town, devoutly hate, 

You deem an ng fight; 

a To walk the fireets on Szaday nighe. * 
The ſhops ſhut up, the taverns open, =o 
For elerks and 'prentices to tope in. 
8 
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The Strand with ſaunt'ring coxcombs lin'd, - 
Aud awkward folks of every kind: |. 
| (More awkward far, in all their beſt, _ 

Than in their ſleeves or aprons dreſt . 
Purſuing without affeQation 
The duties of their occupation.) 
Here taylors in their ſtiffen'd ſkirts ! 
There barbers deck'd with ruffled ſhirts ! 
See ! grocers, chandlers, butchers, bakers, 
Fair milleners, and mantua-makers, 
And Monfieur in his ſolitaire, 
All ifuing forth to take the air! 
See! harlots tending towards the Park ; 

Grave Cits returning ere tis dark 
Fat couples i in their chaiſe and one 
Drive homewards with the ſetting ſun, 
Delighted with their Sunday 's cheer, - 

The Lord knows what—the Lord knows where ! 
« High Life below ſtairs too you'll meet, 
Loud-laughing in the open ſtreet ; 

Leaving their Ladies in the lurch ; 
To cards retir'd—when come from church. 
The coachman, and the ſaucy groom ; 

| The houſe-maid, regent of the broom !. 


And cooky with her fl a... mY 
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The Rural Retreat. 
ICE of the noiſe 4 Wb is e 
Old Simon, fat and wealthy f grown, 
Reſoly'd to ſeek foie ſmug "Retreat: 
And bay, of Fills Bal, 
One day, in his perambulation, bud OS 
He ſpied a tempting Fa 
apts or 


| Faſt by the road on Turnbam Green 


07>; 


++ Lo! this is Sunday Night, in Town.” 


%% e 
The valet fi ks bini d lace : 


3 * 


'Spite of the (ound und hs du!: 


y — 
: 2242 


The road a thedrful pröſpect yields ; 
The walls are blank, that face the fields. 
Twice five ftage-coaches, twice a day, 
Here from and to the Town convey 
Ola gouty cronies of the City, 
Wu ia the country wax full witty: | 
S 2 


LO 
Ls 


*_ 


* 


oy © 
SPY '$ A £Þ 
3 T ? . > — 


3 * 
4 41 
$4610 

' . 


7110 


fitdation'?” '* Worm bn A 


= 


—- - = 


Ld Ss 


Whole ſummers days they fit and ſmoke, hy 
And on poor craveſians <rac% they J0hF. | 
Our Cite Sage cavore t FauÞs.; .. »  - 


And in the evenjog.bripgs bim down : 
For Simon's heart, nor think it ſtrange, 
Still hankers after the Exchange : 
And. thrice a week he muft peruſe 
The Chronicles and London news. 
| His converſation this ſupplies | 
With murders, rapes, and robberies, 
The price of ftocks—agd bankruptcies. 
Thus does our friend from day to day 
Contrive to huddle life away: 1 
And thus our Hermit NI you ſeo | 
As buſy as a Sumaner's bee. 
& th, i 7907 um Bert... 
© Pd rather live in New 
Or if forſooth ! e 
ene 
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— 


ht a country 
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— * 
n 
1 — muſt ——.—.— A 
fit, 
more = x 
d too much * 8 
ee man John, _ 
Bailt up © — & 
8 are ſubjeRt to abuſes, 8 
—_ 3 5 — 
== 
— ſhaded with a ſpreading - 
= began, with counſel 0 
3 W een 
0 Friend Simon, 


* Vide Swift. 
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Have you no temple, ſeat, or grotto ? 
Or root-houſe, deck d with claffic motto ? 
« A place is now not worth a fardin, 
* Without ſome gimcrack in your garden, 
Come | make this hut a little fine; 
. cc Plant roſes, woodbine, eglantine : 
. Nail oer the door two flicks acroſs, 
«© hen diſh it vat with ſhells and moſs, 
«« With piur'd ſaint in veſture ſable, 
** And place an hour-glaſs on the table : 
5 
* Anftin's it might with wo Get 
Lo, chus our honeſt country mouſe 
Has made his uſeful, little houſe 
A place—for holy meditation, 
For ſolitude, nn 
Vet what himſelf will rarely uſe, 
Unleſs to conn his weekly - 
Or with ſome jovial friends to fit in, 
To take his gh, menen 
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1 bitions of a, taſte, 
URIO, am 5 
Having his little ne 
„ 
Which Art or F. 


length had made, 


Behind his artificial 4 EY 

A cifern plackd, he tamed a 
png the little Naiads out . 

"= ficeams by Moſes? rod ſupplied. 

* evening, ere the ſun was ſet, | 
e ae of rank were met, 

To viſit 2 — 

The cock is turn d, the waters run | 

— 
***» * 
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Regardleſs of domeſtic matters, 
Curio plays on ; the torrent patters, 
Whilk fretting at her thoughtleſs maſter, 
(Who knew th* exhauſted wat'ry ſtore | 
Her labour muſt agen fapply) ? 

Beheld his pranks with evil ey: 

And tho” ſhe knew tus lf itt wii, 

No longer could hat writh ea: 
Hold | eld ere Poll. with eren far 
* to- mrro 


— 


Chriſtmas Cheer 1 0% [.ady Bountiful's Logic: 


OT taſte piy ppe | Iv you muſt; 
My dayghter Fanny made the cruſt; | 

I know 'tis good ; pray take a trial ; 

Come, Sir, I wild have a deniak. 

Your Ladyſhip's extremely kind 
Bot pray exculs mo 5 Þ have fdin'd, 


HUMOROUS. 
And tho* Pa ſure your pye is good 
{And fo is all your Chriſtmas food) 
- I muſt refyſt— even from year hand 
Nor can the logic underſtand 
| Why your old neighbour, honeſt Dick, 
Muſt eat and drink himſelf quite fick; 
Becauſe forſooth ! old Carols ſay 


That © Chriſt was born an Chriſtmas-day.” 


Or, fince th' all-boynteous will of Heaven 
| Has to our lives ſo. kindly given 
The blefling of another year— 
Bring us another jug of beer. ; 
But would you then prolong my life? 
Oh! lay afide that carving-knife. 
Nor tempt me to tranſgreſs the rules 
Of Stoic and Galenic ſchools : 

Nor let me thus a martyr die 
To turkey—chine—ant Chriſtmas-pye, 


NT 
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Os the Dutcheſs of - — ., 


In Return for a fine Nec v. 


"AR as the 9 of yon fait oak 
5 Bxcels its ſpreading branches; 
So far your Grace's lovely Neck 

Excells the fineſt Haunches, : 


 Enighted. 


LD James a Firſ, of Scottiſh race, 
Whoſe peaceful deeds our annals grace, 

To dignify each warlike wight, wou'd 
Needs inſtitute the rank of Knighthood. 
But then, as if with reſolution 
To ridicule the inſtitution, | 
On chines of beef, or things leſs ſav'ry, 
Io lay his ſword, with hum'rous bravery, 


On the Report of a very trifling F. low being 
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The merry monarch oft deli ted ; wa * 
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A de Couple, | 


HE wiſe f plump, thyſelf fo thin ; oy" 
| She's kan and blood, thou bane and fin. 


1 > 


The Contraſt. 
IS wife fo thin, himſelf fo fat, | 
"The man's a hog—his wife a cat. 


- 


To an old | Lady 


Who bile an Hoe in «very bleak Situron 


: wi ts 66 bi en 
Would you but trade in winds, you'd ſoon grow 
rich, | | 


* 
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To G. S. Eſq; F. R. S. 


— thing that's pretty, odd, and new: ; 
en odd things I leave to you. | 


The e Rival Colleges br, P-mdeke the Hil 5 


RUCE with thy — thay Ni. . 
College — 
. ö - 


a 


On a Guardian's marrying his rich * = 


Does but the thing that's frrily juſt: 151 


To reflify his great regard, 
And better to ſecure his ward 


From Iriſh bites, and fave her pelf— 
He wiſely—murries her himſelf, 


” I 
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Bons Mots. * 5 


8 « Well-country mayor, with formal addreſs, ir 
Was making his ſpeech to the haughty Queen Belt; / 
The Spaniard,” quoth he, 70 with i inveterate ſpleen, 
% Has preſum'd to attack you, a poor Virgin Queek : : 
0 But your Majeſty's courage has made it appear 120 K 
„ That the Don had taken the wrong fow by th car.” 


aged: erook ads dir AO U £5 
A Court Audience. 1 


won YT 4 $51 


_ 


LD South,” a witty church- man reckon d.. 
I 0 dne e e 
But much too ſerious for a court, 

Who at all preaching make a ſport : 
The DoRtor top'd ; began to call, 5 
4. n 

« My Lord! why, 'tis a monſtrous thing | 
* rr 
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Dr. Raddlife and Sf ir Godfrey Kneller. | 


Gin Godby and Reis bad oe common way 
Into one common garden and each had a key: | 
Quoth Kneller, I'll certainly flop up that door, 

* If ever Lind it loct'd up any mare,” 
« Your threats,” replies Radcliffe, * e diſturb not my eaſe 3 
«© And, ſo you don't paint it, een do what you pleaſe.” 
. © You're ſmart,” rejoins Kneller ; bat ſay what you will, 
Il take any thing from you—but potion or pill.” | | 


„ 


The Doctor's Arms. 
Doctor, —— Will, 
Did ſeldom eure but ſometime kill 
| Contriy' at lengthy By many « pu, | 
And many a bottle 611'd with fiuf, Bt 
' To raiſe his fortune, and his pride: - [reve 
(And in a coach, ent maſt ride, 
Me en een 


- 


oo mam HUM OR O s. 
A friend, conſulted on the caſe, | 
Thus anſwer'd with a ſly grimace : 
| ++ Take ſome device in. your owt way, 
Neither too ſolemn nor too gay; 
N % Three Ducks, ſuppoſe, white, grey, — he 
wi LEA en AN 


'\ 


EY Empty Gan. 


— - 


FE Dick and Tom in berce diſpute engage,” 

And face to face the noiſy conteſt wage ; 
* Don't ceck your chin at me,” Dick ſmartly cries : 
Fear not—his hea@'s not charg'd,” a friend replies. 


The Sad Alternative, 


N heat of youth poor Jack engag'd a wile, 

Whoſe tongue, he found, might prove a — 

life. 

Perplex'd, he ill put of the evil dy: 

Grew fick at length—and juſt expiring lay; 

To which fad crifis having brought the matter, 
re wed, or dig”—Jack miſcly chols de latter 


; F 4. | 9 
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P. rr- ck's Rebuke to the Lord High Chan- 


cellor + of England. 


Y NDEED, my Lord, it was a fooliſh action; 


A faction !—form'd in ſpite and envious wrath, 
Againſt our Royal ſelf—the King of Bath. 

The Public ftomachs it—and (as common fame fays) 
Tis moſt unkindly taken at—Saint James's. 


To Molly—at Nando's Coffee Houſe. 
"a 
EAR Molly, would'ſt thou rule the roaff, 
Firſt learn to make a butter'd toaſt, 
Cut it ſubſtantial—not too thick, 
Pare off the cruſt, and toaſt it quick. 


Slice on your butter—not too this, 
And melt, ah! gently melt i it in. 


* Late Maftet of the Ceremonies at Bath. 
+ The gre? and amiable Lord C-m-d-a. 


Vor. I. T 


The Law's great Head—to head a lawleſs faction. 
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Cut it in flices, lay them ſtraight, 
Then ſerve it in a china plate, 

Theſe rules obſerv'd, Molly ſhall boaſt 
Henceforth to reign—my favourite Taft. 


The Impertinence af the Critics.. / 


Fp from his academic gown, 
When Rakebell firſt arriv'd in Town, 
Soon to Vauxhall the youth was led, e 
Lock'd arm in arm with Frazt and Ned. 
Struck with the wonders of the 
Amazement ſciz'd his brazen face: 
The glittering lights, the gay alcoves, 
The muſic warbling thro* the groves: 
O'er each illumin'd walk be frays, 
Each paſteboard edifice ſurveys; 
"Tal having view'd them o'er and Oer, 
Begins to wiſh for ſomething more: 
To each fair ſportive nymph he talks, 
And longs to rove in private walks; 
But here the decent care of · Tyers. 
Had plac'd his beadles and his wires, 


» Proprietor of the gardens. 
ch; 


_HUMORO bs. 
To keep men chaſte z=a ſturdy tribe l 
| Who ſcorn to take—a flender bribe. 
Young Rakebell now grows ſoundly tir d 
Of what he juſt before admir'd : 
He damns the place; and ſwears, in ſhort, 
« Theſe conflable;—ſpoil all the ſport l. 
The youthful Bard, when firſt he roves 
Thus wildly thro? Arcadian groves, 
Still longs to cull forbidden flow'rs, 
And wanton looſe in roſy bow'rs : 
The path of common-ſenſe forſakes, 
For painted meads and filver lakes: 
Excurſive leaps o'er nature's bounds 
And truth with falſchood fill confounds, 
Check'd by the critic's chafter law, 
At length he learns to ſtand in awe : 
But yet with ſad reluctance, bends 
To have his lays review's by friends 3 
Provok'd, that reaſon's rigid rules 
Forbid een Barde to write like ſools. 


An 
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An Emblem of Matrimony. 


R Some rats the ſpacious copper found, 
Its bottom ſtrew's with rich remains 
Of freſh and ſweet, high-ſcented grains, 
A brave young rat leaps boldly down 
(Like Wolfe, in ſtorming of a town) 1 
Whence boaſting of his prey aloud, 8 
He's follow'd by the hungry crowd ; 
Who cram and eat; and ſport and play | 
And ſcamper round; and, who but they? 
A brindled rat grown grey with Ages | 
Thoꝰ not leſs hungry yet more ſage, 


-  Beheld how much they were 3 


But, ſtrongly to partake in ab ets 
Halts on the brink ; — 79 7 


The dreadful gulph ; then wiſely fays; 8 
I ſee, my friends, the prize you 'vegot, 
% And almoſt envy you your lot: 

% You're vaſtly happy there, tis plain; 
* Byt—how will you get out again ?” 


ANGING a e ene brew-houſe round, 


HEB UM OD ROW &. 
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The Super- celeſtial Magazine. 


E ſeribblers all in country, town, or city, 
Who pant for fame, impatient to be witty ; 
In Proſe or Verſe who give your raptures vent; 
To friends neꝰ er ſeen, write letter never ſent: 
Write Songs or Odes on nymphs you never knew, 
Or panegyrics on- the Lord knows who; 
Attend my Song, whilſt, in no groveling ſtrains, 
A icheme for your relief the Maſe explains. 
Diſdain, my friends, in Chronicles to ſhine ; 
Nor baſely proſtitute the ſacred Nine, 
To chaunt in walgar magazines the lay; 
Immortal ftrains in records of a day. 
'The London, Court, and Country's out of date ; 
Nay, father Urban muſt ſubmit to fate. 
The Royal and Imperial I defpiſe « 
The Univerſal's—odious in mine eyes! f 
Hear then, ye Bards! my project Pll diſcloſe, 
More nobly ſuited to your Verſe and Proſe ; 
Than all your pompous titles more divine, 
And print next month the Gedlite Magazine ** 


* Alluding to the extravagant titles with which theſe Magazines 
axe uſually adorned. 
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An Enigma. 
| #* Vinginibus puerifque'— 


AY, what is this ? You'll gueſs with eaſe, 
"Tis near a-kin to ©* what you pleaſe ;* 
And, if ordain'd by Heaven's decree, 
"Tis what or you or I might be. 
What Beauties with a grace may do; 
What Kings would give to lie by you; 
What England, if ſhe were more wiſe, 
Might ftill do with her Colonies ; 
What many a wretch that has a wife, 
Submits to for a quiet life; 


| What every prudent man would be, 


To pleaſe the preſent. company; 
What Miſs wou'd for an huſband give: 
On what a Parſon's horſe will lives | 
When fingers ſmart, or head-achs teaze ; 
All this may ſarely well explain 
What = ky.all els Whats L mann. 
f* Any-thing l 
A Rebous. 
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A Rebus. 


HAT the veteran ſoldier with glory diſplays, 

What is bought and is fold in theſe golden days, 
Make the name of a place which our beautiful maids 
In ſummer prefer to Bath*s rooms and parades. 


e - h. 


Another. 


[MT our wiſe modern r ſet Bacchus a- 

Wiat, on Vorſe- back, * Sexern or 8 _ 112 
15 1 

Make the name of a Mn che bounty of Ken, 


Where long-hoarded pelf by oO is ſoon ſpent. 
i T—b—ge. 


g : 
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On Party Conteſts. 
OR P. tt or B-te 
Let men diſpute, 
And wrangle e er ſo long 


Whilſt party ſpite 
Thinks nothing right, 


A Toaft. 


A. 


AY the King and his People un together 
in concord, 
n as coat: 

B. With your toaſt Fil agree—do it be buy « Hong cord. 


PART 


FART Fl 


MORAL PIECES, 
EPITAPHS, &c. 


TO 


WALWYN GRAVES, I 


, * , 
— — — »„*—— 
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Ode to Friendſhip. 


AREN T of joy! thou kind relief 
Of every Care, of every grief, 
Ah! whither art thou fled? | 
Whilſt faithleſs ſmiles, and forc'd grimace, 
And Flattery's hypocritic face 
Are honour'd in thy ſtead. 


ve 


Ye courtly tribe, * whoſe laws refin'd 

Make men leſs virtuous and leſs kind, 
Hence ! to the Gallic ſhore. 

Come ! ye rough Britons, void of art, 

Who | peak the language of the heart, 
And Friendſhip's joys reſtore. 


When Nature's lateſt, nobleſt birth, 

Man, iſſued from the recent earth, 

A ftaring, ſtalking thing ; 

Unpleas'd he view'd the purple roſe, 

Each field its cluft'ring fruits diſcloſe, 
Or bloſſoms of the ſpring. | 


Forlorn, in ſolitary ſtate 
The joyleſs wretch his morſel ate, 
Or ftroll'd around the plain: 
Then proſtrate on the matted graſs 
He ſlept, a drowſy, lumpiſh maſs, 
Till morning roſe again. 


on 


284 MORAL PIECES, EPITAPHS, &c. 


* Sce Lord Cheſterfield's Letters, 


Heaven 


MORAL PIECES, EPITAPHS, &. 28; 


Heaven ſaw and pitied his diſtreſs ; 
The ſavage monarch deign'd to bleſs ; 
His rude condition mend: 
Then drew from near his throbbing heart, 
His ſecond ſelf, his better part, 

A tender faithful Friend. 


| Inſtant he ſaw a brighter grace, 
Freſh luftre deck fair Nature's face ; 

His breaſt new raptures warm: 
Now firſt began each hill and dale, 
Each grove its fragrance to exhale, 
And Paradife to charm. 


As darts the ſun in radiant ſtreams 
O'er the Chaotic maſs its beams, 
And lights the vaſt profound : 
Thus Friendſhip gilds the gloom of life ; 
Thus diſſipates each jarring ftrife, 
And ſpreads its joys around. 


* 
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Affliction droops her penfive head; 
Her child bemoans or conſort dead, 
Or weeps ſome dire diſgrace: 
Friendſhip, with ſympathetic woe, 
Or ſhares the tears that ceaſeleſs flow, 

Or wipes them from her face. 


Cordial of life ! thus Friendſhip pours 
Her comforts o'er our heavier hours, 
And makes the burthen light; 

Or ſprightly ſheds joy's gladſome rays, 
Illuminates our happier days, 

And bids them ſhine more bright. 


When * Damon for his Pytheas mourn'd, 
An hoſtage till his Friend return'd, 
Such love could ev'n ſubdue 
The Tyrant's ſelf their Friend to live; 
Who thus, what Kingdoms cannot give, 
The ſweets of Friendſhip knew. 
* A known ftory—Valer, Max. Tull. Of, I. iii, 33. 


Yet 


— 
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Yet tho? the Great may hope to gain, 
How oft they wiſh, alas! in vain 
True Friendſhip's charms to prove 
Their power inferior folks may fear; 
Haply their virtues may revere— 
But can they claim our love 7 


Yes; let them nobly lay afide 
Their ftate, reſerve, and empty pride, 
And humbly condeſcend 
Their breaſts to Friendhig to unfold, 
And gain, what ne'er was boughe with gold, 

A conſtant, cordial Friend. 


2 
* 


Ah! what avails it, bounteous Heaven, 


Or India's wealth were mine ? 

If you ſubſtantial bliſs would give, 
With Friendſhip bleſt, oh! let me live, 
Or=life itſelf reſign. | 


Pr 


That mitres, truncheans, crowns were given, 
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David's Lamentation for the Death of Saul 


and Jonathan. 


Thy honours blaſted and thy heroes ſlain. 


Ho are the mighty fallen l“ his country's pride, 


Great Saul, by impious hands ignobly died. 
Let none in Gath the mournful tidings tell, 

Nor Aſcol hear how Iſrael's glory fell, 

Left proud Philiſtia with exulting voice 

At our diſtreſs, in barbarous ſongs, rejoice. 

| Ill-fated Gilboa ! may henceforth no tains, 

No foſtering dews e'er fertilize thy plains ! 

No more thy paſtures fat oblations bring— 

For there the ſhield of our anointed King, 

The ſhield of Saul, was vilely caſt away; 

His arms, like vulgar ſpoils, neglected lay. 


O! Jonathan, how oft the ſlaughter'd foe 2 


Stain'd with his gore the arrow from thy bow! 

Neꝰ er did thy weapon ineffeQual fall, 

Nor e'er undrench'd with blood, the ſword of Saul. 
Thro' life we ſaw the Sire and honour'd Son, 

In friendſhip's ſacred bonds united run, 


- OURN, Tirael, mourn z on Gilboa's lofty plain, 


And 
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And oh! in death, each weeping friend ſhall tell, 
How both, too fatally united, fell, 1 
In wat and peace they ſhar'd an equal Fame ; 

Their courage and their ative firength-the ſarie, 
Not lions in their rage more ſtrength. diſplay ; 
Nor ſuviſter daits the eagle-on his prey: 

For Saul, in ſable weed, ye damſels, ourn; 
Who oft with ſpoils, from captive Princes torn, 
With chains of gold or bracelets deck'd your arms, 
And grac'd with purple robes your native charms, 


«« How are they fall'n I” on Obe : lofty plain 


Young Jonathan, the pride of war, was ſlain. 
O! Jonathan, my Friend | for thee diſtreſs'd, 
As for a Brother bleeds my tortur d breaſt. 
In all my joys, thy friendſhip bote a part; 
fn all my griefs, thy ſympathetic heart. 
Thy love to me more tenderneſs diſplay d, 
Than for her lover feels the amorous maid. 


1 


t© How are the mighty fall'n !“ Ol Saul, bow vain _ 


1. all the pomp of war, ines Thou art flain ! 


Yor. I. v 
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An N on General Wolke 
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The Ortament of his Country ! 

The Glory of his Age! 

Who, without any advantages of birth or fortune, 
By the force of genius, by intrinfic worth, 

Roſe, at an early period of life, to the firſt rank in 

| r 

with every military, with every ſocial Virtue. 

His courage, his conduct, and his humanity 
The enemies of his country will atteſt : 

The ſweetneſs of his diſpoſition, the delicacy of his 
manners, and the goodneſs of his heart, 


. As a proof of the aſtoniſhing activity of the human ſoul, the Author 


will hazard the ridicule of his readers, by aſſuring them, that the 
above Epitaph (ſuch as it is) was compoſed in a dream, without the 
leaſt previous intention of writing upon the ſubjeQ ; all the latter part, 
in the very words. 


His 
\ 
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His friends, ever proud of that diſtinction, 
with gratitude proclaim 
The juſtice done to his merit 
He repaid | 
Wenne ſervices to his Country: 
All which he crown'd 
By ö 
W A" 
— hs al Ade; 
: His life was exemplary, > 1572 12h 
: ab 


In bis public character be <vas an Hero; 
ä 
eee 

— ; 
" On 
98 EIS | 
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On the — 3 


1 N various elimes n 8 won 
Quebec ſubdu'd, great Wolfe | thy taſk was- done: 

The Vitor fell, with mourafal laurels crown'd ; 
He fell, by every grateſul Brizon, mourn'd ! 
With every virtue, every gracs adorn'd : 
A genius that improv'd ; a feeling heart, 
That humaniz d even War's deſtruſtive art.: 
An Hero, ſparing even of hoſtile blood: % 
Like Julius brave, like gentle Titus good. 

Undaunted in the field, in council ſage, 
He gain'd in youth the dignicy of g Sg. 
When Glory call'd, each dangerous poſt he ſought ;: 
And prov'd himſelf the diſcipline he taught. 
Quick to diſcern, reward, and, pleas'd, make known. 
Each ſpark of latent merit, but his own.. | 
Thus train'd to love, his troops with pride obey, 
And bray'd even death, whene'er. He led the way. 


Such was great Wolfe l his much-lov'd Country's pride ; 
For her he liv'd, for her he bravely died. 
A formidable Foe; a cordial Friend; 


Great in his fe, and—glorions in his end, 
Epigrammatic. 


World ſabdu'd, unknown to Ammen's ſon, 

What couldſt thou more, great Wolfe ? Thy work 
was done. 

Enough to Virtue and to Fame was given— 


To Mr. Robert Dodfley. 


<* Thee, ſhepherd, thee the woods and deſert caves 
<« And all their echoes mourn—" — Mitt. Lrein, 


9 TIS paſt, my friend ; the tranſient ſcene is clog'd ! 
The fairy pile, th* enchanted viſion, rais'd 
By Damon's magic ſkill, is loſt in air !— 
What tho” the lawns and pendent woods remain f 


—_ -:: Each 


* 
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Each tinkling fiream, each ruſhing cataract 
With lapſe inceſſant echoes thro? the dale ! 
Yet what avails the lifeleſs landſkip now ? | 
The charm's diffoly'd ; the Genius of the whod 
Alas ! is flown ; for Damon is no more ! 
As when from fair Lyczum crown'd with pines, 
Or Menalus with leaves aytumnal firew'd, 
The tuneful Pan retires, the vocal hills 
Reſound no more; and all Arcadia mourns. 

Yet here we fondly dreamt of laſting, bliſs : 
Here we had hop'd,; from buſy thoughts retir'd, 
To drink large draughts of Friendſhip's cordial denn,” 
In ſweet oblivion wrap'd by Damon's verſe, 
And ſocial converſe, many a Summer's day. 

Romantic wiſh ! In vain frail mortals trace 
Th' imperfett ſketch of human bliſs ! Whilſt yet 
Th' enraptur'd fire his well-plann'd ſtructure views 
Majeftic riſing midſt his infant groves,  « 
Sees the dark laurel ſpread its gloſſy ſhade, - 
Its languid bloom the purple lilac blend, 
Or pale laburnum drop i its penfile chain, 
Death ſpeeds the fatal ſhaft—and bids his heir 
Tranſplant the cypreſs round his father's tomb, 
Oh! teach me then, like you, my Friend, to raiſe 


To 
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To moral traths my grov'ling ſong : for, ab! 

Too long, by lawleſs fancy led aftray, 

Of haunted groves I've dreamt, and dancing * 

Or Naiads weeping o'er their tinkling urns. 

Oh! could I learn to ſanRtify my firains 
With hymns, like thoſe by tuneful Meyrick ſung !— 
Or rather catch the melancholy ſounds 

From Warton's reed, or Maſon's hyre, to paint 

The ſudden gloom that damps my ſoul But ſee! - 
Melpomene herſelf has ſnatch'd the pipe 

With which ſad Lyttelton his Lucia mourn'd, 

And plaintive cries, My Shenſtone is no more!“ 


Epitaph on Mr. Shenſtone; - 


On an Urn erected by Mr. Graves in Hales-Owen 
Church, Salop. 


FHOEE R thou art, with reverence tread 
Theſe ſacred manſions of the dead! 

Not that the monumental buſt 

Or ſumptuous tomb here guards the duſt 

Of rich or great ; let wealth, rank, birth - 
Sleep undiſtinguiſh'd in the earth: 
U4 
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This fimple Urn records a name 
Reader l if Genigs, Taſte refin'd, 

A native Elegance of mind, 

If Virtue, Science, manly Senſe, 

If Wit, that never gave ae, 

The cleareſt Hegd, the tengereſt Heart 

In thy eſteem e er claim'd a parts 

Ah! ſmite thy breaſt, and drop a tears 

For know, Wh Shasta: auf lies here 
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On a Pyramidical Mauſoleum, 


Erected to Ralph Allen, Eſq; in Claverton Church. 
yard, 1764- 


'ER Allen's duſt what needs this pious care, 
To raiſe yon ſplendid ſtructure high in air ? 
How vain theſe efforts to adorn a name, 


So long recorded in the rolls of Fame 
The great, the good, the Friend of human kind, 
If ſuch may hope a juſt return to find, 


His virtuous aQs, thro' diſtant ages ſpread, 
Shall live, when tombs are vaniſh'd, with their dead, 
Yet hold! perhaps in emblematic ſtyle 
Some artiſt plann'd this pyramidic pile: 

As from its ſpreading baſe th” aſpiring cone 
TTow'rds heaven high-rais'd directs the pointed fone ; 
Thus Allen's gen'rous deeds till glorious riſe ; 
Wide-ſpread on earth—all pointing to the ſxies. 


> * 
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1 to the Memory of Edward Seymour, 
Eſq; eldeſt Son of Lord Francis Seymour, 
Dean of Wein. Ob, 23 June, 1775. 


HY V foul ade d with piety om truth ; 
By vice untainted *midft the ſnares of youth : 
Thy learning, knowledge, ſenſe above thy years, 
Claim the guſt 1 tribute of our flowing tears. 
But from a vicious world Heav'n deign'd to fave, 
And early lodge thy Virtues in the grave. 
Let then thy weeping friends inſcribe this tone, 
Not of #hy loſs expreſiive—bur their own. 


On the Death of Ralph Warburton Allen, 
E ſq; who > ded in 58 Ow 1775. Et. 19. 


| 


HE feds of ken, and the native fire, 
That mark the Fe genius of thy learned Sire; 
The charms that deck thy beauteous Mother's face, 


In thee conſpicuous, with true manly grace ; 
| * 
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Thy Uncle's warm benevolence of heart, 

That would to all its happineſs impart: _ 
' Theſe outlines ſketch'd, tho' Providence thought fit, | 
To ſhew what heights our nature would admit; 
Lamented youth ! yet thy untimely doom 
Has nipt theſe op'ning Virtues in their bloom ; 
For ne'er to man was full perfection given: | 

The ſeeds here ſqwn, muſt be matur'd in Heaven, 


On Miſs CIi—b—k; 


Who died 27 Oct. 1769—Kt. 17. 


IPT in its bloom, thus fades the vernal flow'r ! 
Fair Reader, learn how vain is Beauty's pow'r, 
When Virtue's ſelf, nor Innocence could fave ' -. 
The beſt of Daughters from th* untimely grave. 
Let Nature plead ; Parental Fondneſs mourn, 

Or Friendſhip bathe with tears Eliza s urn: 

Whilſt ſhe, ſuperior to 4 world likgghis, 

Wich choirs * ſhares immäzal bliſs. 


* Ralph Allen, Eſq. 
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On + tu Girl, as Nin 
Years old. 


OY of her friends ; her parents only pride ; 
When ſcarce ſhe'd taſted life—Clarifſa died. 
She was—But words are wanting to ſay what : 
Say all that's good and pretty—ſhe was that. 


On erecting a Monument to Shakeſpeare : 


Under the Direction of Mr. Pope and Lord 
Burlington. 


AO mark her Shakeſpeare's worth, and Britain's love, 
Let Pope deſign, and Burlington approve : 
Superfluous care ! when diſtant times ſhall view 
This tomb grown old his works ſhall fill be new. 


2 
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On an Urn to Mr. Sbenſtone— at Wot vile, 
ns © | 


TRANGER f if woods . 
If rural ſcenes thy faney pleaſe z 

Ah! ſtop awhile, and penfive view 
Poor Sheiiſtone's Urn: who oft, like you, 
Theſe woods and lawns well-pleas'd has rov'd, 
And oft theſe rural ſcenes approv'd.. 
— be thou fair Virtue's Friend, 


And health and peace thy ſteps attend 3 


Under an Hour-glaſ "Pp 


It's HA "Mer Rr" Wha 


Tr. babbling e 
Nor idly loiters to its deftin'd main: 


Each flow'r it feeds that on its margin grows ; 


And bids thee bluſh, whoſe days are ſpent in vain. 
5 
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Nor void of moral, tho* unheeded, glides 
Time's current, ſtealing on with filent haſte ; 
| For lo ! each falling ſand his folly chides, 
Woo lets one precious moment run to waſte. 


' 


by i oF e . — F N b 
1 9 © © a © - - : : * I ® 
On the Death of an Epicure. 


T length, my friends, the feaff of life is o'er: | 1 
Te eat ſufficient—and I'll drink no more- 
My night is come ; Te ſpent a jovial day; 3 
„ But ob !—what is to yer | 


To an Old Maid. 


F ſufferings paſt why thus complain ? 

Or why for joys you've miſs'd ſo croſs ? 
Could pleaſures paſt be deem'd a gain ? 

Or pain, once paſt, be deem'd a loſs? 
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Captain 


8 Excuſe, 
For not fighting a Duel. 


HAT! you're afraid then 7” — Yes, 1 ant 
% you're right: 

« L am afraid to fir, but not to fight. 

«« My Country claims my ſervice ; bat no law 

00 Bids me in Folly's cauſe my fword to draw. 
4 I fear not man nor devil; but, tho? odd, 
« Pm not aſham'd to own, I fear my God.” 


D to Ariſtippus. 


LO vp with ragouts, you ſear my imple food ; „ 
n man's only Good. 
I aſk no more than Tem can give ; 

You live to eat; 1 
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To his Grace the Duke . Rm, 


In Retutn for an Antique Ring, with a Deut'head 
- enameled on it. 


\HANKS for the Duke's inflrudive preſent! 
But ſure his Grace is ſomewhat pleaſant: 


For every day I view, alas! 
Death's head in my own looking-glaſs. 


My face, amidſt life's tranſient glory, *' 
Is ſtill the beſt ** Memento mori.” 


Democritus and Heraclitus. 


De ſaniamibus aler 
Ridebat —— febat contrariut alter. Juv. 
HEN I the buſy, fruitleſs cares, 

The pride, the folly, hopes, and fears 
Of mortal men furvey ; ; 
Like that old Greek, I ſometimes think 
True wiſdom is to eat and drink, 
And /augh the live-long day. 
® Lemocritus. 
UC - | | But 
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But when I ſeriouſly refle& 

How mach depends on our negleR 

Or careful uſe of Time; 

Taught of my fally to repent, I 

Could almoſt think, when turn'd of twenty, 
To laugh at all 's a crime. 


On a Globe of the World. 
Tinnit ! inane eff. = QuanLes's EMBLEMS. 


"RY, ere you purchaſe; hear the bauble ring. 
'Tis all a cheat; an hollow, empty thing! 


1 A Serious 
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A Serious Reflection on New. Year's Day. 


* Lufifti fatir—T, empus abire tibi oft.” Hos. 


B EH ot, my friend, the radiant ſun 
Once more his annual courſe has run, 
Aid finds thee fill the fame ! 
Reaſon with cuſtom ſtrives in vain, 
But cannot break ſtern habit's chain 3 
Nor one fierce paſſion tame. 


Wich health and ſpirits not content; 
On pleaſures fill, or trifles bent, 
Each glittering work of art, * 
A picture, medal, buſt, or ſeal” 
From wiſdom's charms thy love can ſteal, 
And captivate thy heart. 
0 
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But ah ! tho* Tully pleads in vain, 
Nor Seneca can yet reſtrain 

The ardors of thy ſoul: 

Oh! liſten what the ſacred page 
Preſcribes to check wild fancy's rage, 


And every thought controul. 


. . 

Lex younger Bards their favour gourt, 1 
F On whom they gladly fie 5 
77 yet indulg ' d, 1 
Ah !, hoy infipid are thy lays! | 
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With critic exe thy mk review ; * 
Scan well thy ways ; ; thy life renew ; 
Corre& thy faults in time 
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% Thy counſel's good: Heav'n grant I may, 
«« Whilſt life remains, each SE? 741 
© Some human frailty mend! | 
40 With conſcience clear, chen chearful wait 
« The time allotted me by Fate; "= %. 56D 
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